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THE 

STORY  OF 

SIR  BERTRAND. 

By  Mrs.  BARBAULD. 

>IR  Bertrand  turned  his  deed  toward  the 
wolds,  hoping  to  crofs  thofe  dreary  moors  before  the 
curfew  tolled.  But  ere  he  had  proceeded  half  his  jour 
ney,  he  was  bewildered  by  the  different  tra&s;  and  not 
being  able,  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  to  efpy  any 
object  but  the  brown  heath  furrounding  him,  he  was 
at  length  quite  uncertain  which  way  he  fhould  direct 
his  courfe.  Night  overtook  him  in  this  fituation.  It 
was  one  of  thofe  nights  when  the  moon  gives  a  faint 
glimmering  of  light  through  the  thick  black  clouds  of  a 
louring  fky.  Now  and  then  (he  fuddenly  emerged  in 
full  fplendor  from  her  veil;  and  then  inftantly  retired 
behind  it,  having  juft  ferved  to  give  the  forlorn  Sir 
Bertrand  a  wide-extended  profpe£t  over  the  defolate 
wafte.  Hope  and  native  courage  a  while  urged  him  to 
pu(h  forward}  but  at  length,  the  encreafing  darknefs, 
and  fatigue  of  body  and  mind,  overcame  him:  he 
dreaded  moving  from  the  ground  he  flood  on,  for  fear 
of  unknown  pits  and  bogs;  and,  alighting  from  his 
horfe  in  defpair,  he  threw  himfelf  on  the  ground.  He 
had  not  long  continued  in  that  pofture,  when  the  fullen 
toll  of  a  diftant  bell  ftruck  his  ears — he  ftarted  up;  and, 
turning  toward  the  found,  difcerned  a  dim  twinkling 
light.  Inftantly  he  feized  his  horfe's  bridle,  and  with 
cautious  fteps  advanced  toward  it.  After  a  painful 
march,  he  was  flopped  by  a  moated  ditch  furrounding 
the  place  from  whence  the  light  proceeded  j  and,  by  a 
momentary  glimpfe  of  moonlight,  he  had  a  full  view 
of  a  large  antique  manfion,  with  ttfrrets  at  the  corners, 
and  an  ample  porch  in  the  centre,  The  injuries  of 
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time  were  ftrongly  marked  on  every  thing  about  it. 
The  roof  in  various  places  was  fallen  in,  the  battlements 
were  half  demolifhed,  and  the  windows  broken  and  dif- 
mantled.  A  draw-bridge,  with  a  ruinous  gateway  at 
each  end,  led  to  the  court  before  the  building.  He  en 
tered;  and  inftantly  the  light,  which  proceeded  from 
a  window  in  one  of  the  turrets,  glided  along,  and  va- 
nifhed:  at  the  fame  moment  the  moon  funk  beneath  a 
black  cloud,  and  the  night  was  darker  than  ever.  All 
was  filent.  Sir  Bertrand  faftened  his  fteed  under  a  (hed ; 
and,  approaching  the  houfe,  traverfed  its  whole  front 
with  light  and  flow  foot-fteps. — All  was  ftill  as  death! 
— He  looked  in  at  the  lower  windows,  but  could  not 
diftinguim  a  fingle  object  through  the  impenetrable 
gloom.  After  a  fhort  parley  with  himfelf,  he  entered 
the  porch ;  and,  feizing  a  mafly  iron  knocker  at  the 
gate,  lifted  it  up,  and,  hefitating,  at  length  ftruck  a 
loud  ftroke.  The  noife  refounded  through  the  whole 
manfion  with  hollow  echoes.  All  was  ftill  again !  He 
repeated  the  ftrokes  more  boldly,  and  louder.  Another 
interval  of  filence  enfued! — A  third  time  he  knocked; 
and  a  third  time  all  was  ftill !  He  then  fell  back  to  fome 
diftance,  that  he  might  difcern  whether  any  light  could 
be  feen  in  the  whole  front.  It  again  appeared  in  the 
fame  place,  and  quickly  glided  away  as  before! — at  the 
fame  inftant,  a  deep,  fullen  toll  founded  from  the  tur 
ret.  Sir  Bertrand's  heart  made  a  fearful  flop ! — He  was 
a  while  motionlefs  ;  then  terror  impelled  him  to  make 
fome  hafty  fteps  toward  his  fteed — but  (hame  flopped 
his  flight;  and,  urged  by  honour,  and  a  refiftlefs  defire 
of  finifhing  the  adventure,  he  returned  to  the  porch ; 
and  working  up  his  foul  to  a  full  fteadinefs  of  refolu- 
tion,  he  drew  forth  his  fword  with  one  hand,  and  with 
the  other  lifted  up  the  latch  of  the  gate.  The  heavy 
door,  creaking  upon  its  hinges,  reluctantly  yielded  to 
his  hand : — he  applied  his  (boulder  to  it,  and  forced 
it  open.  He  quitted  it,  and  ftept  forward — the  door 
inftantly  fhut  with  a  thundering  clap.  Sir  Bertrand's 
blood  was  chilled  ! — He  turned  back  to  find  the  door, 
and  it  was  long  ere  his  trembling  hands  could  feize 
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jt — but  his  utmoft  ftrength  could  not  open  it  again. 
After  feveral  ineffectual  attempts,  he  looked  behind 
him,  and  beheld,  acrofs  a  hall,  upon  a  large  flair-cafe, 
a  pale  bluifh  flame,  which  caft  a  difmal  gleam  of  light 
around.  He  again  fummoned  forth  his  courage,  and 
advanced  toward  it — it  retired.  He  came  to  the  foot 
of  the  ftairs  ;  and,  after  a  moment's  deliberation,  af- 
cended.  He  went  flowly  up,  the  flame  retiring  before 
him,  till  he  came  to  a  wide  gallery.  The  flame  pro 
ceeded  along  it,  and  he  followed  in  Client  horror,  tread 
ing  lightly,  for  the  echoes  of  his  footfteps  ftartled  him : 
It  led  him  to  the  foot  of  another  flair- cafe,  and  then 
vanifhed  !  At  the  fame  inftant  another  toll  founded 
from  the  turret.  Sir  Bertrand  felt  it  flrike  upon  his 
heart.  He  was  now  in  total  darknefs  ;  and,  with  his 
arms  extended,  began  to  afcend  the  fecond  flair-cafe. 
A  dead  cold  hand  met  his  left  hand,  and  .firmly  grafped 
it,  drawing  him  forcibly  forward— he  endeavoured  to 
difengage  himfelf,  but  could  not — he  made  a  furious 
blow  with  his  fword,  and  inflantly  a  loud  fhriek  pierced 
his  ears,  and  the  dead  hand  was  left  powerlefs  in  his 
—he  dropped  it,  and  rufhed  forward  with  a  defperate 
valour. 

The  flairs  were  narrow  and  winding,  and  inter 
rupted  by  frequent  breaches,  and  loofe  fragments  of 
ftones.  The  flair-cafe  declined  narrower  and  narrower, 
and  at  length  terminated  in  a  low  iron  grate.  Sir  Ber 
trand  pufhed  it  open — it  led  to  an  intricate  winding 
paflage,  juft  large  enough  to  admit  a  perfon  upon  his 
hands  and  knees.  A  faint  glimmering  of  light  ferved 
to  fhow  the  nature  of  the  place.  Sir  Bertrand  entered 
— a  deep  hollow  groan  refounded  from  a  diflance 
through  the  vault — he  went  forward  ;  and,  proceeding 
beyond  the  firfl  turning,  difcerned  the  fame  blue 
flame  which  had  before  conducted  him — he  followed 
it.  The  vault,  at  length,  fuddenly  opened  into  a 
lofty  gallery,  in  the  midil  of  which  a  figure  appeareds 
completely  armed,  thrufting  forward  the  bloody  flump 
of  an  arm,  with  a  terrible  frown,  and  menacing  gef- 
ture,  brandifhing  a  fword  in  his  hand.  Sir 
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trand  undauntedly  fprang  forward;  and,  aiming  a 
fierce  blow  at  the  figure,  it  inftantly  vanifhed,  letting 
fall  a  mafly  iron  key.  The  flame  now  re  fled  upon  a 
pair  of  ample  folding  doors  at  the  end  of  the  gallery. 
Sir  Bertrand  went  to  it,  and  applied  the  key  to  a  brazen 
lock — with  difficulty  he  turned  the  bolt — inftantly  the 
doors  flew  open,  and  difcovered  a  large  apartment,  at 
the  end  of  which  was  a  coffin  refted  upon  a  bier,  with 
a  taper  burning  on  each  fide  of  it.  Along  the  room 
on  both  fides  were  gigantic  ftatues  of  black  marble,  at- 
. tired  in  the  Moorifh  habit,  and  holding  enormous  fa- 
bres  in  their  hands.  Each  of  them  reared  its  arm,  and 
advanced  one  leg  forward,  as  the  knight  entered  ;  at 
the  fame  moment  the  lid  of  the  coffin  flew  open,  and 
the  bell  tolled.  The  flame  ftill  glided  forward  ;  and 
Sir  Bertrand  refolutely  followed,  till  he  arrived  within 
fix  paces  of  the  coffin.  Suddenly  a  lady  in  a  fhroud  and 
black  veil  rofe  up  in  it,  and  ilretched  out  her  arms  to 
ward  him — at  the  fame  time  the  ftatues  clafhed  their 
fabres,  and  advanced.  Sir  Bertrand  flew  to  the  lady, 
and  clapfed  her  in  his  arms — ihe  threw  up  her  veil,  and 
kifled  his  lips  ;  when  inftantly  the  whole  building  rhook 
as  with  an  earthquake,  and  fell  afunder  with  a  horrible 
crafli. 

Sir  Bertrand  was  thrown  into  a  fudden  trance  ;  and, 
on  recovering,  found  himfelf  feated  on  a  velvet  fofa,  in 
the  moft  magnificent  room  he  had  ever  feen,  lighted 
with  innumerable  tapers,  in  luftres  of  pure  cryftal.  A 
fumptuous  banquet  was  fet  in  the  middle. 

The  doors  opening  to  foft  mufic,  a  lady  of  incom 
parable  beauty,  attired  with  amazing  fplendor,  entered, 
lurrounded  by  a  troop  of  gay  nymphs  more  fair  than 
the  graces.  She  advanced  to  the  knight ;  and,  falling 
on  her  knees,  thanked  him  as  her  deliverer.  The 
nymphs  put  a  garland  of  laurel  upon  his  head ;  and 
the  lady  led  him  by  the  hand  to  the  banquet,  and  fat 
befide  him.  The  nymphs  placed  themfelves  at  the  ta 
ble  ;  and  a  numerous  train  of  fervants  entering,  ferved 
up  the  feaft,  delicious  mufic  playing  all  the  time. 

Si*  Bertrand  could  not  fpeak  for  aftoniilmient— he 
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Could  only  return  their  honours  by  courteous  looks  and 
geftures. 

After  the  banquet  was  finifhed,  all  retired  but  the 
lady  ;  who,  leading  back  the  knight  to  the  fofa,  ad- 
dreiTed  him  in  thefe  words: — 

"  Sir  Knight,  The  grateful  remembrance  of  my  de 
livery  from  the  iron  hand  of  the  Moorifh  tyrant,  who 
in  dying  bequeathed  his  foul  to  the  prince  of  the 
air  for  the  horrid  purpofe  of  confining  me  in  this 
my  patrimonial  caftle,  (hall  never  be  erafed  from 
my  memory.  And  if  to  you  I  own  his  power  over 
me,  it  was  but  tranfient  and  of  fhort  duration.  With 
horror  I  view  the  remains  of  his  now  extinguifhed  faf- 
cination ;  and  though  years  have  rolled  after  years,  and 
involved  in  their  courfe  the  fate  of  my  venerable  ancef- 
tors,  yet  I  have  at  laft  the  confolation  to  find  myfelf 
by  your  valor  free  from  the  machinations  of  Almanzor 
(for  that  was  the  name  of  the  Moorifh  prince,  whom 
otir  valiant  king  Edward  brought  over  with  him  on  his 
return  from  the  crufades).  My  father  approved  of  my 
union  with  him,  but,  alas!  I  never  beheld  him  without 
the  utmoft  horror.  His  dark  infidious  looks,  compared  to 
the  open  and  undifguifed  mien  of  him  I  had  ktely  loll  in 
the  troubles  of  the  times,  made  me  fhudder.  In  an  un 
lucky  moment  I  was  induced  to  fign,  in  obedience  to 
my  father's  will,  a  covenant  with  Almanzor,  which  he 
pretended  would  place  me  next  heir  to  the  Moorifh 
throne.  Each  fignature  was  made  with  our  blood,  and  a 
requiem  was  afterward  fung  for  the  fuccefs  of  the 
union.  But  alas  !  minds  are  not  eafily  transferred  ;  my 
foul  owned  allegiance  to  Sir  Walter,  a  generous  Knight 
of  this  country,  and  whom  this  horrid  eaftern  tyrant 
had  deftroyed  in  conflict ;  and  becaufe  I  peremptorily 
refuted  to  drink  his  blood,  this  mender  fwore  he  would 
invoke  every  power  to  confine  me  until  fome  more 
valorous  Knight  fhould  arrive  to  releafe  me  from 
his  hands.  How  long  I  have  been  enchanted,  I  do  not 
know  j  but  this  I  can  declare,  that  from  that  time  to  the 
prelent  I  have  not  been  free  from  horrid  dreams  like 
thofc  which  are  faid  to  infeft  the  wicked  in  thcic 

ffa 
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graves."  So  faying  fhe  rofe  up,  and  taking  Sir  Bertrand 
by  the  hand,  led  him  to  the  couch,  where  he  took  his 
tfepofe  for  a  few  hours.  Early  in  the  morning  he  took  his 
departure,  promifmg  to  return  foon.  He  was  as  good 
as  his  word  5  and  in  a  few  days,  the  prieit  united  them 
for  ever.  The  marriage  was  attended  with  great  pomp, 
both  of  ecclefiaftic  and  military  men,  who  all  beftowed, 
fhe  moft  liberal  benedictions  upon  this  happy  pair. 


THE 
STORY  OF 

FITZALAN. 


From  the  Monthly  Vifitor. 


IT  was  after  fun-fet,  one  evening,  in  the  decline  of 
autumn,  when,  in  confequence  of  a  letter  which  he  had 
juft  received,  fummoning  him  to  attend  the  death-bed 
of  a  much-loved  friend,  theprote&or  of  his  infancy,  that 
Fitzalan,  after  having  moft  affe&ionately  embraced  and 
bade  adieu  to  his  beloved  wife  Edith,  and  his  infant  Ed 
win,  mounted  his  fteed,  and  departed  from  his  dwel 
ling.  He  had  many  miles  to  travel  j  and  a  great  part  of 
the  road  he  was  to  purfue,  lay  over  a  bleak  and  dreary 
heath  of  immenfe  extent.  He  quitted  his  home,  though 
only  for  a  Ihort  time,  with  extreme  reluctance  ;  and, 
notwithstanding  his  hade,  while  it  remained  in  fight, 
often  flopped  and  looked  back  to  catch  another  glimpfe 
of  the  place  whieh  contained  all  that  he  held  dear. 
Edith,  and  her  little  boy,  followed  him  to  the  gate  •, 
waved  their  hands  to  him  while  hs  remained  vifible  j 
and  when  the  diftance  and  the  advance  of  night  hid 
him  from  them,  returned  to  the  houfe  in  a  melancholy 
mood.  Edith  trembled  for  her  hufband,  though  {he 
knew  not  why  :  the  tears  dole  fail  down  her  cheeks^', 
and  little  Edwin,  feeing  his  mother  weep,  clafped  his 
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arms  round  her  neck — hid  his  head  in  her  bofom— and 
mingled  his  tears  with  hers. 

Fitzalan  having  at  length  loft  fight  of  the  dear  obje&s 
that  retarded  his  progrefs,  purfued  his  journey  with  all 
poffible  fwiftnefs :  in  a  few  minutes  he  entered  upon 
the  heath,  acrofs  which  lay  the  road  he  was  neceffitated 
to  take.    Not  a  fingle  houfe  was  to  be  feen  before  him 
— not  an  individual  traveller  appeared,  whofe  prefence 
and  converfation  might  enliven  the  tedious  way  he  had 
to  go.     It  was  now  night,  and  the  moon  had  not  yet 
rifen.     The  chilling  wind,    that  howling  mournfully 
^hrough  the  trees  Scattered  their  fhrivelled  yellow  foliage 
upon  the  ground  ;  the  gloomy,  fpe£he-like  appearance 
of  every  furrounding  obje£t  5  the  late  parting  from  his 
wife  and  child  j  and  the  painful  nature  of  the  duty  he 
was  then  hallening  to  perform,  all    contributed  to  fill 
the  bofom  of  Fitzalan  with  the  moft  melancholy  re 
flections.     "  It  is  now  fixteen  years  ago,"  faid  he  to 
himfelf,  with  a  figh,  "  fmce  my  brave  and  tender  fa 
ther  disappeared  on  this  heath  ;  flain,  moft  probably, 
by  the  fword  of  fome  vile  aflaffin  !    Would  to  God 
that  I  could  avenge  his  death!  but,  alas,  I  know  not  his 
murderer  !  The  venerable  Sir  Edmund  too,  the  friend, 
the  guardian  of  my  youth  ;  he,   whofe  liberality  pre- 
ferved  my  independance,  when  the  rapacious  Fitzurban, 
wrefted  from  me  my  paternal  domains — he  will,  per- 
hsps,  ere  I  can  arrive  at  his  caftle,  be  no  more  !  I  fhall 
not  have  the  fad  fatisfattion  of  clofing  thofe  eyes  that 
were  ever  turned  upon  me  with  the  tendered  affection.- 
I  fhall  not  receive  the  blefling  of  him  who  delighted  to 
contribute  to  my  happinefs :  but  yet,   all  is  not  loft. 
My  faithful  lovely  Edith,  my  little   Edwin,  ftill  re 
main  ;  and,  while  I  poflefsthem,  I  cannot  be  miferable." 
In  this  manner  Fitzalan  gave  vent  to  his  meditations. 
He  had  now  travelled  over  one-third  of  the  heath,  when 
he  imagined  that  he  heard,  at  a  great  diftarrce,  as  the 
gale  wafted  the  found,  the  trampling  of  horfes  feet :  he 
ftopped  for  a  moment,  in  hopes  that  fome  one  might 
be  journeying  the  fame  way  with  himfelf :  he  liftened 
~-butj  not  again  hearing  it,  he  fuppofed  that  he  had- 
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been  deceived  by  the  wind  fweeping  through  th« 
branches  of  the  old  half-leaflefs  trees  that  were  thinly 
fcattered  over  the  heath.  He  therefore  proceeded: 
but,  in  a  few  minutes,  again  heard  very  plainly  the 
noife  of  hoifemen,  advancing  with  great  rapidity  :  he 
once  more  halted,  and,  favoured  by  the  wind,  and  the 
ftillnefs  which  reigned  around  him,  heard  one  of  them 
fay  to  the  other — "  By'r  lady  !  Walter,  I  wifh  we  were 
•well  out  of  this  adventure  :  for  if  he  fhould  prove  fuch 
a  lion-hearted  fellow,  as  I  have  been  told  he  is,  it  may, 
perhaps,  coft  us  fome  broken  bones,  if  even  it  fhould 
not  turn  out  worfe."  "  Why,  what  a  fool  you  are, 
Hugo  !"  re-joined  the  other,  angrily.  "  Do  you  think 
that  us  two,  well-armed,  are  not  a  match  for  him  ?  It 
is  very  well  that  the  baron  does  not  hear  you  exprefs 
yourchildifh  fears  •,  he  would  certainly  fend  you  to  keep 
company  with  the  ghofts  in  the  caverns  of  the  caftle  ; 
but,  on  the  other  hand,  do  but  think  of  the  angels* 
we  fhall  get  poffeflion  of  when  we  go  back.  Two 
hundred — think  of  that,  Hugo — fweet,  pretty  crea 
tures  !  how  I  long  to  be  fingering  them.  By  St.  Cuth- 
beft !  I  fhould  defire  no  better  fport  than  to  have  fuch 
a  commiffion  every  day.  Faith,  I  would  foon  be  as  rich 
as  the  baron  ;  and  not  a  whit  lefs  honeft  with  it.  But 
come,  come,  fpur  on,  he  cannot  be  far  before  us  ;  and 
the  fooner  we  get  through  the  bufinefs,  the  fooner  we 
fhall  get  our  reward.  But,  if  we  fhould  lofe  him 
through  you  fears,  you  may  e'en  go  back  to  the  caftle 
by  yourfelf :  for  my  part,  I  would  as  foon  meet  the 
tievil  as  meet  the  baron,  when  he  has  been  difappointed 
in  one  of  his  projects." 

Fitzalan  heard  this  myfterious  difcourfe  with  a  con- 
£derable  degree  of  anxiety.  He  was  convinced  that 
they  were  affaffins;  and  though  he  knew  not  why,  yet 
ttill  he  was  firmly  convinced  that  he  was  the  objec-t 
of  their  purfuit.  The  ailaiiins  were  now  fo  near  that 
they  difcovered  Fitzalan,  and  loudly  called  out  to  him 
to  itop.  As  Fitzalan  difdained  the  leafl  thought  of 

*  An  antient  geld  ccin  worth  Its. 
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'flying  from  his  enemies,  even  if  flight  might  be  of  any 
avail,  he  turned  his  horfe,  and, in  an  angry  tone,  demand 
ed  the  reafon  of  their  infolence.  "  Aflc  no  queftions 
of  us,"  replied  the  ferocious  Walter,  **  but  furrender 
yourfelf  our  prifoner."  "  Slave  !"  rejoined  Fitzalan, 
inftarttly  drawing  his  fword,  and  advancing  upon  the 
ruffian,  who  was  not  backward  in  doing  the  fame. 
Fitzalan,  at  laft,  difarmed  his  opponent •,  and,  at  the 
fame  inftant,  received  a  blow  on  the  temple  from 
Hugo,  who  had  flyly  got  behind  him,  which  ftretched 
him  fenfelefs  on  the  ground.  On  recovering  from  his 
trance,  he  found  himfelf  bound  to  the  horfe,  his  hands 
firmly  fattened  behind  him,  and  the  horfe  led  by  the 
two  ruffians  who  had  attacked  him.  He  repeatedly 
aflced  his  conductors  to  what  place  they  were  conveying 
him,  but  he  aflced  them  in  vain  ;  they  preferved  the  moft 
profound  filence.  After  having  travelled  acrofs  the 
heath  above  an  hour,  the  faint  beams  of  the  waning 
moon  fliowed,  at  fome  diftance,  the  turrets  of  a  caflle, 
which  appeared  to  Fitzalan  to  be  that  of  the  baron  Fitz- 
urban.  He  was  right  in  his  conjecture — it  was  the 
caftle  of  Fitzurban  ;  and  thither  were  the  ruffians  con 
veying  him.  In  a  few  minutes  they  reached  it ;  and 
Walter  having  given  the  fignal,  the  draw-bridge  was 
letdown;  Fitzalan,  when  difarmed,  and  faint  with  lofs 
of  blood,  finding  it  impoflible  to  make  any  effectual 
refiftance,  fuffered  himfelf  to  be  taken  oil  the  horfe  and 
fettered.  He  was  now  led  by  Hugo  and  Walter,  with 
their  fwords  drawn,  into  the  inner  court ;  and  Walter 
taking  a  key  from  his  pocket  applied  it  to  a  door,  the 
lock  of  which  being  ruily  with  age,  it  was  fome  time 
before  it  could  be  made  to  open  ;  but,  at  length,  he 
fucceeded.  He  entered,  followed  by  Fitzalan  and 
Hugo,  and  defcended  a  number  of  fteps  into  a  paffage 
of  great  length,  damp  and  noifome  ;  from  which  many 
others  branched  forth  :  at  the  end  of  this  paffage,  a 
maffy  door  ftrongly  bolted  prefented  itfelf.  Walter 
drew  back  the  bolts,  and  unlocking  the  door,  conducted 
Fitzalan  into  a  dungeon  of  considerable  extent,  and 
wet  with  unwholefome  vapours.  In  one  corner  lay  a  - 
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bundle  of  draw,  almoft  rotten  with  age.  **  This,  Sir," 
faid  Walter,  pointing  to  it  with  a  malignant  fmile,  "  is 
your  bed  ;  I  hope  you  will  approve  of  it.  We  will 
leave  you  to  your  meditations  ;  you  will  be  but  feldom 
difturbed,  I  promife  you." 

"  Bafe,   daftardly  flave  !"  exclaimed   Fitzalan,   his 
eyes  flaming  with  indignation.     With  a  contemptuous 
fneer,  Walter  and  his  comrade  now  quitted  the   dun 
geon  ;  and  as,  they  faftened  the  bolts,  harfli  and  rufty 
from  the  lapfe  of  years,  Fitzalan  felt  his  heart  die  within 
him.     He  flung  himfelf  on  the  bed  of  ftraw,  in  a  date 
of  mind  nearly  allied  to  phrenzy — a  thoufand  tender 
recollections  prefented  themfelves  to  him,  and  every  one 
of  them  contributed  to  render  his  prefent  fituation  more 
horrible  :   torn,  for  ever,  from  his  Edith  !  from  his  Ed 
win  !  manacled  in  a  dungeon  !  and,  perhaps,  on  the 
verge  of  death  ;  not  a  ray  of  hope  illumined  the  dreary 
profpecT:  before  him  :     "  Gracious  heaven  !"   he  ex 
claimed,  "  if  I  had  been  doomed  to  fall  in  the  fair  face 
of  day,  on  the  field  of  glory,  I  had  indeed  been  bled  : 
but,  to  be  thus  immured  and  (hackled  !   fated,  too,  to 
perim  by  the  hand  of  fome  vile  afTaffin,  inglorious  and 
unrevenged  ! — thus  to  fall,  and  from  thofe — it  is  too 
much  for  mortal  endurance.'*  In  exclamations  like  this, 
of  mingled  grief  and  indignation,  Fitzalan  gave  utter 
ance  to  his  feelings.     Yet,  difaftrous  as  his  prefent 
fituation  was,  the    thought  of  the  forrow  which  his 
Edith  would  fuffer  from  his  lofs,  gave  him  a  thoufand 
times  moreunfufferable  agony  than  the  dangers  to  which 
lie  was  expofed.     Walter  and  Hugo,  after  having  fe- 
cured  Fitzalan,  proceeded  to  give  the  baron  an  account 
of  the  fuccefs  of  their  million. 

They  found  him  waiting  for  them  with  the  utmoft 
impatience.  "  Well,  my  trufty  friends,"  exclaimed  he,, 
the  inftant  they  appeared,  "  is  Fitzalan  in  my  power — 
beyond  the  poflibility  of  efcape  ?"  "  He  is,  my  Lord," 
anfwered  Walter,  "  as  fafe  as  locks,  bolts,  and  the 
dungeon  under  the  north  tower,  can  keep  him."  "  The 
north  tower  !  the  north  tower  !  repeated  the  baron  in  a 
hurried  tone,  prefllng  his  hands  forcibly  againft  his  fore- 
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head,  while  his  eyes  flamed  with  all  the  wildnefs  of 
phrenzy.  His  minions  looked  firft  at  their  lord,  and  then 
at  each  other,  with  an  expreflion  of  furprife.  In  a  few 
moments  the  baron  recovered  himfelf,  and  continued 
the  difcourfe.  "  Do  not  be  alarmed,  my  friends," 
faid  he,  "  a  violent  pain  (hot  through  my  head,  but  it 
is  gone ;  and  I  am  well  again.  I  thank  you  both  for 
your  fidelity  :  here  is  the  reward  which  I  promifed  you. 
This  is  but  a  fmall  part  of  what  you  (hall  receive  when 
my  happinefs  is  confirmed.  Now  that  the  hated  Fitz- 
alan  is  in  my  power,  it  will  be  a  matter  of  very  little 
difficulty  to  effe£l  the  completion  of  my  wifhes.  To 
morrow  night  you  will  proceed  to  execute  the  plan 
which  I  unfolded  to  you.  Be  faithful !  and  reft  af- 
fured,  that  I  will  reward  you  beyond  even  the  utmoft 
extent  of  your  hopes.  Hugo!  to  your  care  I  commit 
the  man  I  deleft.  At  prefent  you  may  both  retire." 
They  bowed  and  obeyed. 

When  he  was  fomewhat  recovered  from  his  temped 
of  paflion  and  agony,  Fitzalan  rofe  from  the  ground, 
and  with  agitated  fteps  paced  his  prifon,  carefully  exa 
mining  every  corner  of  it,  in  expectation  of  difcover- 
ing  fome  outlet  that  might  afford  him  the  hope  of 
efcape,  though  ever  fo  diftant.  His  fearch  was  not 
in  vain.  A  part  of  the  wall,  when  ftruck,  returned  a 
hollow  found ;  this  proved  to  be  a  fmall  door,  which 
he  fuppofed  led  to  fome  other  of  the  dungeon  under  the 
caftle.  His  heart  rofe  on  this  difcovery.  "With  an 
eager  hand  he  fought  to  find  the  bolts  or  locks,  but 
without  effec"r }  it  appeared  to  be  faftened  on  the  other 
fide,  and  the  maflinefs  of  the  plates  of  iron  with  which 
it  was  defended,  mocked  every  attempt  to  procure  a 
paflage  by  force.  It  was  not,  however,  till  he  was  en 
tirely  worn  out  by  the  violence  of  his  exertions,  that 
Fitzalan  defifted  from  endeavouring  to  accomplifh  his 
purpofe.  Baffled  in  all  his  efforts,  and  made  more 
wretched  by  their  failure,  he  threw  himfelf  on  his  damp 
and  half-decayed  heap  of  draw.  All  was  folemn 
filence  ;  except  when  it  was  broken  by  the  rattling  of 
his  chains,  or  when  the  caftle-bell  in  deep  and  fulleiv 
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tones  announced  the  lapfe  of  the  hours.  Fitzalan  fe--. 
veral  times  imagined  that  he  heard  a  low  but  heavy 
groan,  which  feemed  to  him  like  that  of  a  perfon  ex 
piring  :  and  twice  or  thrice  he  thought  the  bolts  of  the 
door  he  had  difcovered  juft  grated,  as  though  fome  one 
were  driving  foftly  to  draw  them  back.  He  liftened 
each  time  with  the  moft  profound  attention  ;  hut  not 
hearing  any  thing  more,  concluded  that  it  was  the  ef- 
fe£l  of  his  over -heated  and  bewildered  imagination. 
After  feveral  hours  of  indefcribable  fuffering  had  elapfed, 
the  agonized  and  exhaufted  Fitzalan  funk  into  flumber. 
But  to  him,  flumber  was  no  refpite  from  anguifh.  In 
numerable  dim  and  indefinable  but  horrid  forms,  ap 
peared  to  float  before  him,  and  view  him  with  fcowling 
and  portentous  afpe&s. 

Now  he  thought  that  he  heard  a  more  than  mortal 
voice  call  upon  him  to  execute  vengeance  on  a  mur 
derer.  He  ftarted — the  fcene  changed — the  murderer, 
fallen  beneath  his  fword,  lay  lifelefs  at  his  feet — it  va- 
nifhed,  and  he  beheld  his  Edith  kneeling  for  mercy,  his 
little  Edwin  clinging  round  her  neck,  fcreaming  in  ter 
ror,  while  a  ruffian,  whofe  dagger  was  ftained  with 
the  half-congealed  blood  of  recent  murder,  was  in  the 
aft  of  ftabbing  her.  He  fprang  forward  to  fave  her, 
and  awoke,  every  limb  convulfed,  and  the  cold  drops  of 
horror  trickling  down  his  frame.  "  Merciful  God  1" 
he  exclaimed,  "  my  unprotected  Edith  !" 

Thus  pafied  the  hours,  till  at  laft  the  dawning  day 
appeared  through  a  narrow  oblique  perforation  in  the 
wall,  which  juil  ferved  to  keep  the  air  of  the  dungeon 
from  total  ftagnation.  Fitzalan  could  now  examine  his 
prifon  more  minutely  than  before.  This  he  did,  but 
with  no  better  efteft.  The  door  remained  impervious 
to  all  his  efforts  ;  and  the  window,  if  fo  it  might  be 
called,  gave  ftilllefs  profpeft  of  efcape  ;  for  independant 
of  its  form,  length,  and  narrownefs,  it  was  firmly  fe- 
cured,  both  infide  and  out,  by  thick  iron  bars,  which 
almoft  excluded  the  little  light  and  air  which  was  in 
tended  to  be  admitted.  Once  more  then,  Fitzalan  in 
clefpair  gave  up  his  fearch,  and  endeavoured  to  diicover 
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the  motives  of  his  imprifonmer.t,  but  in  vain.  He 
was  roufed  from  his  reverie,  by  the  unbarring  of  the 
dungeon-door — it  opened,  and  Hugo  entered,  armed, 
and  with  a  drawn  fword  in  his  hand.  He  brought 
with  him  a  pitcher  of  water  and  a  fmall  loaf,  which 
he  laid  down  near  the  door,  and  inftantly  departed 
without  uttering  a  word.  Heavily  indeed  pafied  the 
hours  of  this  day  :  night  at  laft  came,  and  brought  with 
it  the  fame  horrors  as  the  preceding  one.  He  ftill 
thought  that  he  heard  at  times  .the  deep  chilling  groan, 
and  the  hand  endeavouring  to  remove  the  faftenings  of 
the  door  which  he  had  found  impafiable.  He  flept ; 
again,  the  voice  called  for  vengeance  ;  again,  the  mur 
derer  lay  {lain  ;  again,  his  Edith  appeared  on  the  brink 
of  ruin;  and  he  thought  that  now,  with  a  frantic  voice, 
(he  called  on  him  to  fave  her  from  deftru£Uon. 

About  noon  the  next  day  the  doors  unbarred,  and 
Hugo  entered,  armed,  and  bringing,  as  before,  a  loaf 
and  pitcher.  "  Tell  me,"  cried  Fitzalan,  ftarting  from 
the  ground,  "  by  what  authority,  and  for  what  purpofe, 
I  am  brought  here.  To.  what  fate  am  I  doomed  ?" — 
"  To  death,"  anfwered  Hugo.  "  It  is  decided  upon. 
To-night,  when  the  caftle  clock  ftrikes  twelve,  expedt 

-  your  executioners.     Recommend  yourfelf  therefore  to 
God,  and  prepare  for  your  end.     I  wifh,"  added  he, 
in  a  foftened  tone,  "  that  I  were  to  have  no  part  in  your 
murder  ;  but  if  I  were  to  refufe,  my  own  life  would 
be  the  forfeit."   Saying  this,  he  clofed  the  door,  leaving 
Fitzalan   in   a  ftate  of  mind  bordering  upon  madnefs. 
In  exclamations  of  the  moft  unbounded  rage,  in  vain 
attempts  to  force  a  paflage   from  his  dungeon,  and  in 

-  meditating  upon  the  helplefs  fituation  of  his  wife  and 

-  infant,  hour  after  hour  pafied  away,  till  at  length  the 
bell  announced  eleven.    Fitzalan  now  rallying  his  fcat- 
tered  fenfes,  proftrated  himfelf  in  {application  to  the 
father  of  mercy ;  and  implored   his  protection  for  his 
Edwin,  for  his  Edith.     "When  he  pronounced  thefe 
dear  names,  all  his  refolution  vanifhed  :  his  dreams  re 
curred  to  his  mind,  and  he  felt  an  overpowering  and 
ominous  fear  for  their  fafety.     A  hollow  groan  rung 
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through  the  cell — he  darted,  looked  wildly  round,  and 
liftened — but  all  was  filent.  In  a  few  minutes  the  caftle 
clock  began  to  ftrike  the  hour  of  twelve.  Its  heavy 
tone  funk  to  the  heart  of  Fitzalan.  It  was  to  him  the 
voice  of  death.  With  a  harm  and  hideous  found  the 
bolts  flew  back.  "  They  come,"  exclaimed  Fitzalan  ; 
and  fprang  from  the  ground,  refolved,  though  un 
armed,  to  refill  to  the  laft,  and,  if  pofiible,  not  to  die 
unrevenged.  The  door  which  he  had  fo  often  tried  in 
vain,  flew  open,  and  a  pale  light  gleamed  through  the 
dungeon.  The  blood  of  Fitzalan  ran  cold  in  his  veins, 
as  his  eyes  met  the  form  of  a  venerable  old  man,  on 
whofe  face  was  the  pallid  hue  of  diflblution.  In  his 
left  breaft,  which  was  bare,  appeared  two  deep  and 
mortal  wounds.  The  figure  beckoned  to  Fitzalan, 
whofe  faculties  were  all  abforbed  in  a\ve  and  wonder  ; 
to  follow  which,  recovering  from  his  furprife,  he  obey 
ed.  The  fetters  with  which  he  was  bound  inftantly 
fell  from  his  limbs.  He  followed  his  guide,  and  entered 
the  next  cell,  which  was  illumined  by  a  faint  radiance, 
whofe  fource  was  not  vifible.  The  door  clofed  upon 
them,  and  the  bars  jarred  together;  his  conductor  ad 
vanced  to  near  the  centre  of  the  place — then  (lopped;  and 
turning  round,  pointed  to  Fitzalan  a  human  fkull  lay 
ing  on  the  ground,  and  by  its  fide  a  dagger ;  from 
their  condition,  they  appeared  to  have  lain  there  many 
years.  Fitzalan  fhuddered  at  the  fight ;  and  involun 
tarily  (looping,  took  up  the  dagger.  His  guide  fixed  his 
funken  eyes  on  him  with  an  expreflion  of  the  utmoft 
fatisfadlion  and  tendernefs,and  extended  his  arm  toward 
a  door  near  them,  which  diredlly  opened — 'then  articu 
lating  with  an  awful  voice,  "  vengeance  on  my  mur 
derer  !"  difappeared,  leaving  the  dungeon  in  total  dark- 
nefs. 

Fitzalan  paufed  for  a  moment ;  it  feemed  to  him  the 
delufion  of  feme  delirious  dream  ;  he  paufed  but  for  a 
moment — a  thoufand  blended  ideas  and  recollections  of 
the  pad  and  prefent  rufhed  acrofs  his  brain,  and  he 
turned  to  execute  the  command  he  had  received.  As  he 
faffed  out  of  this  place,  he  heard  the  doors  of  his  late 
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prifon  unbarring,  and  he  fimddered  at  the  thought  of  the 
fate  allotted  to  him,  which  he  had  fo  wonderfully  ef- 
caped.  He  turned  up  a  narrow  winding  pair  of  ftairs, 
and  traverfed  feveral  fuites  of  apartments  without 
meeting  any  one.  As  he  pafled  along  he  heard  a  voice 
—  he  (topped  and  liftened,  and  heard  the  perfon  ex 
claim,  "  By  this  time  it  is  all  over,  and  I  {hall  be 
happy — Happy  !  wretch  that  I  am,  how  can  I  talk  of 
happinefs  ?  Haunted  day  and  night  by  ten  thou&nd 
fiends,  my  life  is  a  burthen  :  yet  I  dare  not  die  !  Was 
I  not  deeply  damned  enough  before,  but  I  muft  plunge 
myfelf  yet  deeper  in  perdition  !  O  it  may  not  be  too 
late  to  fave  this  one  crime.  Ho  !  Walter,  Hugo,  touch 
him  not,  I  charge  you  !  Ah  !  that  bleeding  form  which 
glares  upon  me  !  O  forgive  me  !  O  fpare  that  frown, 
it  freezes  my  heart !"  The  voice  was  filent  for  a  mo 
ment,  and  then  continued,  "  Foolifh  plantafies  !  Shall 
I  be  the  (lave  of  fear  ?  No,  let  him  die.  I  fhall  now 
enjoy  what  I  have  long  wiihed  for.  If  fhe  refills,  force 
fhall  bend  her  ftubborn  fpirit.  Shame  !  fhall  I  be  foiled 
by  a  woman  ?  Oh,  my  brain  fires  again  !  And  have  I 
dipped  my  hands  in  blood :  have  I  doomed  my  foul  to 
eternal  milery  for  a  woman  ?  Firft  damned  by  avarice, 
then  by  luft,  it  is  vain  for  me  to  hope  for  mercy  from 
heaven  !  Then  let  me  feize  on  every  pleafure  here,  nor 
think  of  hereafter.  To  think  is  madnefs.  Peace  ! 
confcience,  peace  !  I  will  not  hear  thee  !  She  fhall  be 
mine."  Fitzalan,  wrought  to  phrenfy  during  this  folilo- 
quy,  had  raifed  his  dagger :  a  door  now  opened  juft 
before  him,  from  which  Fitzurban  came  out,  with  a 
lamp  and  fword  in  his  hand.  As  foon  as  he  faw  Fitza 
lan,  he  fhrieked,  dropped  the  fword,  and  before  he 
could  call  for  mercy,  felt  the  dagger  in  his  bofom. 
He  fell  j  and  feeing  Fitzalan  prepare  to  repeat  the  blow, 
feebly  uttered,  "  Hold  !  in  mercy  hold  your  hand  !  It 
is  enough  !"  The  attendants,  alarmed  by  the  noife  of 
their  lord  falling,  now  came  in,  and  bore  him  to  a 
couch.  Yet  fuch  was  their  hatred  of  him,  that  not 
one  of  them  offered  to  moleft  Fitzalan.  The  dying 
man  motioned  with  his  hand  for  die  fervants  to  retire 
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farther,  and  Fitzalan  to  advance. — "  O  much  injunfd 
knight,"  he  groaned,  "  can  you  forgive  me  ?  Will  you 
fpeak  peace  to  my  departing  fpirit  ?  O  look  not  ib 
fternly  !  Yet  I  deferve  it.  I  have  finned  beyond  hope 
of  pardon.  But  I  muft  be  fpeedy  in  my  tale,  I  feel 
the  hand  of  death  upon  me  !  O  God  !  O  Clirift  !  O 
fave  a  wretched  finner  !  Alas  !  for  me  there  is  no  hop's." 
Weak  through  lofs  of  blood  and  agony,  Fitzurban 
fainted  ;  when  he  recovered,  he  continued — "  It  is  now- 
more  than  fixteen  years  fmce,  to  gratify  my  avarice,  I 
caufed  your  father  to  be  feized  as  he  was  travelling, 
and  conveyed  to  this  caftle.  He  fell  in  one  of  tfie 
dungeons  of  the  north  tower  by  the  hands  of  an  af- 
faflin.  I  gained  pofleffion  of  his  domains  by  the  vileft 
means.  I  robbed  you  of  your  birth-right  •,  but  I  loit 
my  peace  ;  fmce  that  hour  I  have  been  a  ftranger  to 
happinefs.  Sufpecling  all,  and  hartd  by  all,  I  have 
exifted  the  moft  miferable  of  wretches.  Sleeping  or 
waking,  the  fpirit  of  your  father  has  unceafingly  been 
prefent ;  has  (till  frowned  on  me,  and  threatened  me 
with  vengeance  for  my  crimes.  O  fave  me  from  him  ! 
Now  he  fmiles  on  me  with  fcorn,  and  bids  the  fiend 
ihatch  my  trembling  foul.  O  mercy  !  mercy  !"  Terror 
flopped  his  utterance.  In  a  few  moments  he  was  more 
calm,  and  proceeded — "  Two  years  ago,  I  firfl  faw  your 
Edith,  and  inftantly" — "  Where,  where  is  my  Edith  ?" 
cried  Fitzalan  impetuoufly.  "  Ruffian,  reftore  her  to 
me."  "  She  is  fafe  and  fpotlefs,"  anfwered  the  dying 
Fitzurban — "  reftrain  awhile  your  juft  indignation,  and 
liften  to  me.  From  the  time  I  faw  your  Edith,  I  felt  a 
frem  fire  burning  in  my  breaft.  I  dcvifed  a  thoufand 
plans  to  get  her  into  my  poflefllon  ;  and  as  fad  as  I 
had  formed,  rejected  them.  It  was  not  till  four  days 
ago,  that  I  formed  the  fcheme  which  I  put  in  practice  ; 
and  which  has  righteoufly  ended  in  my  deftru&ion.  I 
wrote  the  letter  in  the  name  of  Sir  Edmund,  well  know 
ing  that  you  would  fly  to  your  friend.  The  reiult  you 
know.  Your  Edith  was  deluded  in  the  fame  mariner 
by  a  letter  which  I  difpatched  ycfterday  morning,  and 
\vhich  was  pretended  to  be  written  by  your  orders  from 


STORY  OF  FITZALAN.  »f 

the  bed-fide  of  Sir  Edmund.  She  litewife  fell  into 
the  fnare,  and  was  brought  hither.  I  have  feen  her 
but  once,  when  (he  received  me  with  indignation,  and 
awed  me  into  filence  by  her  frown.  Enraged  by  this 
reception,  I  ordered  Hugo  and  Walter  to  difpatch  you 
in  the  dungeon  ;  and  reiblved  to  «fe  force,  if  I  could 
not  by  perfuafion  conquer  the  hatred  of  Edith.  Hea 
ven  in  its  juftice  has  reftored  you  to  liberty,  and  I  fall 
the  victim  of  mv  own  wickednefs.  Would  to  God  that 
my  death  might  expiate  all  my  crimes !  I  make  you 
the  heir  of  all  my  domains.  May  you  long  be  happy 
with  your  Edith  !  O  fpeak  pardon  and  peace  to  my 
guilty  foul.  Yet  a  (hoit  time,  O  fpare  me,  heaven  ! 
— O  I  am  loft — they  feize  me — Mercy,  Lord,  mercy  !" 
He  faintly  (hrieked,  averted  his  head,  as  if  to  fhun  the 
fight  of  fomething  dreadful,  and  expired  before  Fitzalan 
could  pronounce  the  intreated  forgivenefs. 

After  gazing  a  few  moments  on  the  corpfe  of  the 
lifelefs  Fitzurban,  whcfe  features  were  fixed  in  con- 
vulfive  agony,  Fitzalan  ordered  one  of  the  fervants  to 
conduct  him  to  the  chamber  of  Edith.  When  he  en 
tered  (he  was  fitting  abforbed  in  grief,  with  Edwin 
laying  in  her  lap,  and  the  tears  trickling  from  her  eyes 
upon  him.  As  Fitzalan  advanced,  fhe  lifted  up  her 
head,  and  frowned  j  but  as  foon  as  fhe  perceived  her 
lord,  (lie  fprang  into  his  arms.  Edwin  bounded  to 
ward  him,  clung  round  him,  and  exprefled  his  joy  by 
a  thoufand  infantine,  endearing  actions.  Fitzalan  em 
braced  her  with  the  mod  unbounded  rapure  ;  and  when 
the  tumult  of  joy  had  a  little  fubfided,  proceeded  to 
relate  his  adventure  in  the  dungeon,  in  the  following 
words  : —  .  , 

"  My  dearly  beloved  Edith,"  and  with  thefe  words 
he  tenderly  embraced  her,  "  Heaven  has  rewarded  you 
for  your  conftancy.  Ficzurban,  that  flave  whofe  can 
kered  mind  projected  our  ruin,  is  no  more  !  It  was  his 
.contrivance  by  a  letter  to  draw  me  from  your  arms,  and 
by  the  fame  artful  means  to  bring  you  here  for  violation. 
His  dying  confefiion  to  me  made  me  tremble.  He  re 
lated,  that  in  the  fame  dungeon  whence  I  have  but 
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juft  emerged,  my  father  expired  under  the  bloody  hand 
of  an  affaflin.  Like  me  he  was  way- laid,  and  being 
overpowered  by  force  was  led  to  this  place,  where  his 
(hort  confinement  concluded  with  his  death.  Like  him 
J  was  to  have  fuffered  under  the  ruffian  hand  of  ftrvile 
murderers,  but  heaven  has  averted  the  ftroke  by  fending 
the  fpirit  of  my  father  to  my  afiiftance.  It  was  he  who 
furnifhed  me  with  the  dagger,  the  inftiument  of 
his  own  death,  for  the  defttuftion  of  Fitzurban  his 
mortal  enemy,  and  defperate  though  juft  retribution  has 
lain  him  at  my  feet.  It  is  juft  now  in  my  power  to 
right  myfelf.  He  has  bequeathed  his  own  domains  to 
me,  and  reftored  what  he  had  unjuftly  ufurped  from 
my  father  ;  and  thus,  my  dear  Edith,  heaven  rewards 
the  patience  of  the  faithful  fervant." 


A  Scottiih  Tale,  from  EDMUND  of  the  FOREST. 

JAMES  III.  of  Scotland,  having  conferred  the  ho 
nour  of  knighthood  en  Edmund,  for  his  gallantry  in 
faving  his  fifter  from  being  thrown  by  her  horfe  at  a 
flag-hunt,  ever  after  made  him  his  favourite  companion. 
Having  propofed  a  hunting  match  in  the  Caledonian 
woods,  where  a  wild  boar,  the  terror  of  thofe  parts, 
then  ranged,  he  was  attended  by  a  number  of  his  no 
bles,  and  his  favourite,  Edmund. 

The  boar  was  quickly  roufed,  and  the  firft  wound 
given  by  James.  Furious  with  pain,  the  beafl  turned 
on  his  royal  foe,  who  received  him  with  his  fpear, 
which  was  {hivered  to  pieces  by  the  {hock.  Already 
•were  the  tuflcs  of  the  favage  fattened  on  the  noble  fteed 
the  king  rede,  when  a  well- directed  blow  from  Edmund 
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almofl  fevered  the  chine  of  the  fierce  animal,  who  was 
quickly  difpatched  by  the  fpetlators  of  the  combat. 

James  mounted  a  frefh  horfe,  and  ere  long  another 
boar  was  raifed,  who  taking  his  courfe  to  the  north, 
feemed  by  his  fpeed  to  fet  his  purfuers  at  defiance.  Ea 
gerly  the  monarch  and  his  friend  followed  the  flying 
animal,  unheeding  that  their  company  decreafed,  till 
they  loft  toward  evening  the  boar,  and  found  they  were 
deferted  even  by  the  domeftics,  and  that  the  dogs, 
wearied  with  the  chace,  had  quitted  them. 

The  country  round  was  wild  and  defolate  ;  no  houfe 
appeared  where  they  could  inquire  their  road,  or  be 
flickered  from  the  night, 

A  reedy  lake  bounded  their  fight  to  the  north  •,  to 
the  weft  lay  high  hills,  whofe  tops  were  gilt  by  the  de 
clining  fun  ;  eaftward,  the  high,  barren,  and  defolate 
heath,  on  which  they  were,  ftretching  beyond  their 
fartheft  view  j  whilft  to  the  fouth  was  feen  an  antient 
wood,  near  which  they  had  parted  about  the  time  the 
boar  had  difappeared.  Concluding  that  fome  of  the 
attendants,  fuppofing  they  had  entered  the  woods,  were 
there  fearching  for  them,  the  king  propofed  to  Edmund 
they  fliould  return  thither. 

As  the  fun  declined,  a  mift  arofe  from  the  lake  ;  but 
no  fooner  was  it  fet  than  the  heath  was  enveloped  in  a 
fog,  which  gave  to  thofe  objects  it  did  not  entirely  con 
ceal,  ilrange  and  falle  appearances.  It  was  nearly 
dark  when  they  reached  the  wood. 

"  Surely,"  faid  Edmund,  "  no  perfon  of  your  fuite 
can  be  here ;  doubtlefs  ere  now,  if  they  were,  they 
would  have  followed  and  found  you.'* 

As  Edmund  looked  on  the  king,  he  faw  his  counte 
nance  pale,  and  exhibiting  marks  of  unufual  fear. 

*'  Turn,"  he  cried,  "  my  friend,  your  fteps  from 
this  blafled  wood,  which  {belters,  I  well  know,  no  do- 
meftic  of  mine  ;  for,  if  I  miftake  not,  this  muft  be  the 
place  I  have  heard  fuch  horrid  tales  concerning." 

"  My  life  I  (hall  fell  dearly  in  your  defence.  Say, 
my  liege,  is  this  gloomy  wood  the  retreat  of  robbers 
and  murderers  r"  or  what  is  it  you  fear  I" 
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"  No  human  creature,  if  report  fays  true,  Edmund, 
returns  from  this  fatal  wood,  to  tell  the  deeds  of  dark- 
nefs  afted  in  it.  My  attendants,  I  guefs,  would  quit  us 
ere  we  palled  a  fpot  whofe  fame  is  widely  diffufed." 

"  What  is  it  of  which  fame  fpeaks  fo  loudly  ?" 

"  Know  then,"  faid  the  king,  "  long  after  the  light 
of  chriftianity  was  fpread  over  Scotland,  that  the  Danes, 
who  poflefled  the  Orcades,  praclifed  the  horrid  rites  of 
paganifm,  and  reared  here  alfo  their  idols,  before  whom 
barbarous  and  bloody  rites  were  pracYifed.  To  thofe 
falfe  deities,  if  tradition  fays  true,  which  transmits  the 
tale  to  thefe  later  days,  was  this  wood  confecrated  ;  and 
in  its  inmoft  gloomy  recefs,  it  is  ilill  believed,  ftand 
the  remains  of  a  palace  of  thofe  pagan  kings,  where 
ftill  it  is  told  dwell  women  who  mock  at  our  holy  reli 
gion,  and  fecretly  pay  homage  to  an  accurfed  idol, 
Xrhich  is  hid  by  them  during  the  day,  obedient  to  whofe 
potent  fpells  the  unbleft  fpirits,  who  it  is  faid  walk  here 
their  nightly  rounds,  fly  on  their  mifchievous  errands, 
afluming  fuch  fliapes  as  beft  fit  their  purpofe." 

They  had  left  the  wood  for  a  confiderable  fpace  be 
hind  them,  when  a  light  appearing  through  the  fog, 
which  they  hoped  proceeded  from  fome  cottage  which 
they  had  not  obferved,  they  rode  forward  in  that  direc 
tion  with  all  the  fpeed  their  overwearied  iteeds  would 
permit. 

The  light  feerned  to  retreat,  and  glimmered  from 
the  fame  diftance,  as  when  they  fir  ft  remarked  it,  though 
row  in  a  different  place,  for  it  appeared  to  the  wed. 
They  ftood — it  vanifhed,  and  a  low  indiitin£l  murmur 
was  heard.  Again  a  brighter  light  (hot  in  another 
direction,  through  the  dufky  air. 

"  Let  us,"  foid  Edmund,  "  proceed.'*  Which 
with  their  eyes  fixed  on  the  light  that  now  appeared 
ftationary,  they  did  fome  way  ;  but  when  they  imagined 
it  within  a  ftone's  throw  of  them,  their  horfes,  as  if 
obedient  to  the  mandate,  refufed  to  proceed,  though 
urged  by  the  fpur,  as  a  voice  diftin&ly  cried,  "  Stop." 
At  the  fame  moment  the  deceitful  glimmering  vanifhed. 
Dazzled  by  fo  long  beholding  it  through  the  thick  and 
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almoft  palpable  fog,  flrange  and  unufual  forms  feemed 
to  fwim  before  their  fight.  No  found  was  heard  ;  all 
was  ftill  for  a  few  'feecnds  •,  when  a  kind  of  ruftling 
noife  fmote  on  their  ears,  and  the  dun  vapour  which 
furrounded  them  was  violently  agitated — again  all  was 
ftill,  which  was  broke  by  a  voice  at  a  diftance,  harfh 
and  grating,  crying, 

"  Whither  go  you,  filers,  thus  in  gloom  ?"— 
«{  With  Scotland's  king,  to  learn  his  doom," 

was  the  anfwer  given  by  a  loud  and  diflbnant  voice  near 
them. 

"  And  Scotland's  king,  and  England's  heir, 
Shall   equal   be  our  choicell  care  ;" 

fcreamed  another  voice  ftill  more  difeordant. 

Amazed  and  terrified,  Edmund  exclaimed,  "  "Who 
are  you,  who,  thus  wrapt  in  gloomy  darknefs,  pierce 
with  loud  and  ftrange  outcries  our  wonder-itruck  ears  ?" 

A  peal  of  laughter  (hook  the  mifty  air  ;  the  horfes 
trembled  in  every  joint ;  and  to  the  flowing  mane  of  the 
king's  beautiful  ileed  a  lambent  kind  of  fire  affixed  it- 
felf,  who,  no  longer  obeying  the  curbing  rein,  flew 
forward  with  amazing  fpeed,  followed  by  Edmund  with 
equal  velocity.  In  vain  did  they  endeavour  to  ftop  their 
rapid  career — they  feemed  impelled  by  fome  powerful 
impulfe,  and  entered  the  wood,  of  which  traditionary 
tales  had  told  wonders. 

Down  the  broad  avenue,  up  which  they  were  borne, 
ftreamed  a  blaze  of  light  that  illumined  the  night,  and 
fhowed  them  a  building  of  an  odd  and  antique  form  ; 
but  (howed  it  only  momentarily  ;  for  as  they  reached 
the  gate  it  vanifhed,  and  all  was  total  darknefs,  whilft, 
exhaufted  by  fatigue,  the  fwift  courfers  of  the  king  and 
Edmund  fell  beneath  them. 

The  gate  flood  open ;  and  whilft  difengaging  themfelves 
from  their  dying  horfes,  they  fpied  a  pale  light  proceed 
ing  from  a  door  at  the  extreme  end  of  a  wide  hall, 
whofe  dark  fide  received  not  the  fainteft  ray. 

"  Too  fure  are  we,"  faid  James,  "  in  the  fatal  wood 
of  which  I  fpoke  j  nor  fhall  we  efcape  from  its  dreaded 
inclofure." 
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"  Let  us,  however,"  exclaimed  Edmund,  "  learn  why 
we  are  brought  hither ;  let  us  follow  the  light,  which 
fcems  to  direct,  our  fteps  ucrofs  the  gloomy  hall." 

"  Lead  on,"  replied  the  king. 

A  chill  damp  ft  ruck  them  as  they  pafled  through  the 
fpacious  hall,  whofe  roof  echoed  to  their  fteps.  A  nar 
row  paflage  led  from  it  to  another  apartment,  in  the 
midll  of  which  blazed  a  fire  compofed  of  the  prodigious 
root  of  a  tree,  round  which  lay  three  blocks  of  unhewn 
ftone. 

At  the  upper  end  of  this  hall  flood  a  rude  kind  of  ta 
ble,  on  which  were  placed  cakes  of  flour,  fait,  and  ho 
ney  j  and  horns  filled  with  an  unknown  liquor. 

<c  Whither,"  exclaimed  the  king,  "  does  our  deftiny 
lead  us  ?  To  what  end  are  we  tempted  by  the  fight  of 
provifion,  which,  however  urgent  are  our  wants,  we 
will  not  eat  of?  Already,  dou'btlefs,  have  they  been  of 
fered  to  thofe  accurfcd  idols  of  which  tradition  fpeaks, 
I  fear,  but  too  truly.  Let  us  rather  perifh  with 
hunger,  than  tafte  fuch  poifonous  viands." 

The  walls  of  this  apartment  were  compofed  of  black 
(lone,  againft  which,  immediately  above  the  table,  hung 
a  fuit  of  iron  armour,  of  a  fize  fo  prodigious,  that  it 
feemed  formed  when  a  race  of  giants  inhabited  the 
earth  ;  on  the  helmet  fat  a  raven,  which,  as  Edmund 
approached,  feemed  as  though  going  to  dart  down  upon 
them. 

"  Let  us,"  faid  he,  fnatching  up  a  flaming  brand, 
tf  explore  the  wonders  of  this  place." 

Three  doors  appeared  befide  the  one  they  had  pafled 
through,  which  alone  was  open  ;  the  others  were  too 
fecurely  faftened  to  be  fpeedily  loofened  ;  and  entering 
the  paflage,  they  were  again  in  the  hall,  on  whofe 
walls  were  traced  characters  of  odd,  and  to  them,  un 
known  form  j  on  each  fide  the  gate  rofe  a  pillar,  which, 
dreadful  to  every  feeling  of  piety  and  humanity,  was 
compofed  of  human  fkulls.  From  the  top  was  fuf- 
pended  a  fhield,  a  javelin,  and  other  weapons,  whofe 
fize  feemed  fuited  to  the  gigantic  armour. 

A  deep  and  deadly  honor  feized  the  king  of  Scot* 
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land  and  his  friend,  as  without  fpeaking  they  return 
ed  to  the  outer  apartment  with  countenances  pale 
through  fear. 

"  Shortly,  faid  Edmund,  tofiing  from  him  the 
brand,  and  feating  himfelf  on  one  of  the  ftones,  "  we 
fhall  heighten  thofe  dreadful  pillars.  Death  here  bears 
a  terrible  appearance  to  my  foul.  It  (brinks  at  the  idea; 
though  oft  ere  now  have  1  faced  it,  without  fearing  its 
terrors,  in  the  field  of  battle." 

".Thofe  fad  mementos  of  mortality, "  rejoined  James, 
"  we  have  feen,  as  I  recall  my  thoughts  from  the  firft 
impreiTion  they  made,  I  dread  not  as  warnings  of  our 
own  danger;  as  they  have,  I  conjecture,  been  placed 
there  in  remote  ages  by  thofe  pagans  who  reared  this 
ftrange  hall,  in  memory  of  fome  bloody  victory  they 
have  obtained  over  the  natives,  and  here  yet  remain,  a 
difgrace  to  chriftianity,  my  predecefibrs,  and  myfelf. 

The  three  doors,  which  had  been  clofed,  at  one  irt- 
ftant  flew  back,  and  three  hags  entered,  whofe  faces, 
the  colour  of  an  autumn  leaf,  were  deeply  furrowed 
with  wrinkles ;  yet  their  gait  was  ftrait  and  ere£r,  and 
betrayed  no  tokens  of  age.  Tall  and  robuft,  their  per- 
fons  appeared  mafculine  and  ftrong  ;  their  foreheads 
were  bald,  but  from  the  back  of  their  heads  hung 
thick  trefies,  dark  as  the  raven's  wing,  which  fell  over 
their  fhoulders,  and  mingled  with  their  garments, 
which  were  of  the  fame  hue,  and  loofely  floated  behind 
them,  but  faftened  up  before,  fhowing  their  naked  feet 
and  midway  to  the  knee ;  bare  a!fo  to  the  (boulders  were 
their  arms.  Their  dufky  robes  were  girded  round  them 
with  the  fpeckled  fkin  of  a  fnake ;  in  this  girdle  were 
ftuck  fprigs  of  yew,  mixed  with  the  deadly  berries  of 
the  nightfhade;  in  one  hand  they  held  a  wand,  on  which 
were  painted  uncouth  characters;  to  the  top  of  this  were 
affixed  the  wings,  outfpread,  of  a  bat;  their  other  hands 
bore  a  horn,  filled  with  fome  kind  of  liquor. 

Three  animals  followed,  whofe  forms  declared  them 
of  the  fpecies  of  tigers,  for  they  feemed  rrroch  larger 
and  fiercer  than  cats;  their  eyes  glared  on  the  flrangers, 
as  if  ready  to  devour  them  ;  the  colour  of  thofe  fright- 
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ful  favages  was  alfo  black;  they  feated  themfelves  on 
the  blocks  of  the  ftone,  from  which  their  entrance  had 
drove  the  king  and  Edmund. 

Slowly,  in  a  kind  of  meafured  ftep,  the  three  hags 
advanced  backward  to  the  fire,  which  when  they  reach 
ed,  they  bent  three  times  each  knee  to  the  ground  ;  nine 
times,  with  folemn  and  flow  pace,  hand  in  hand,  they 
went  round  the  fire,  repeating,  in  meafured  cadences, 
words  which  neither  James  or  his  friend  understood, 
except  that  their  own  names  were  oft  repeated  ;  three 
times  they  feverally  poured  fome  of  the  liquid  their 
horns  contained  into  the  fire,  which  blazed  fiercely, 
diffufing  a  ftrong  aromatic  perfume. 

Silently  had  the  wondering  mortals  beheld  thefe 
ftrange  figures  perform  their  odd  devotions,  if  fuch  they 
might  be  deemed  ;  nor  had  they  as  yet  appeared  to  have 
attracted  their  attention  ;  but  Edmund  could  no  longer 
contain  himfelf ;  and  drawing  his  dagger,  advanced, 
and  flood  before  them. 

The  three  women,  if  fuch  they  were,  turned  toward 
him;  one  touched  the  arm  of  the  intrepid  youth  with 
her  wand,  and  the  dagger  dropped  from  his  hand, 
which  was  fuddenly  benumbed. 

The  inperfe£t  accent  died  on  his  tongue. 

"  What  wouldeft  thou  attempt,  ram  youth?"  fhe 
cried ;  "  know,  no  human  hearts  are  lodged  in  our 
breafts ;  thou  wifheft  to  understand  what  is  our  nature; 
fpeak,  dofl  thou  not?  Take  up  thy  ulelefs  weapon  ; 
whet  it  here  on  my  fide,  if  thou  likeft;  that  may  fuf- 
fice  thee  to  learn  our  fub fiance  is  not,  like  thine,  tub- 
jecT:  to  wounds  or  difeafe." 

Edmund  retreated  fome  paces;  then  cried,  c<  lam 
anfwered;  thou  divined  truly,  I  wilhed  to  learn  who 
or  what  ye  are,  who  thus,  dwelling  in  this  plac/,  replete 
with  wonders,  pra£life  ceremonies,  of  which  I  am  now 
fntisfied  I  had  better  remain  ignorant;  all  1  afk,  is  li 
berty  for  my  friend  and  felf ;  for  that  we  depart  not 
hence  without  your  leave,  I  feel  now  moft  thoroughly 
convinced." 

"  Ere  the  fun  rifes  on  this  middle  world,  your  re- 
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requeft,"  faid  one  of  the  hags,  "  (hall be  granted;  yet, 
perhaps  for  ever  fhall  you  and  him  you  call  friend  be 
parted.  Liften  then  to  what  we  tell." 

"  King  of  men,"  faid,  with  a  voice  deeply  toned, 
the  firft,  "  what  this  night  meets  thy  wondering  fight, 
if  ever  by  thee  revealed,  fhall  work  thy  overthrow;  but 
what  thou  hear,  believe,  'tis  caution  good." 

The  fecond  fpoke. — "  Thy  foes  are  friends  ;  thy 
friends  are  foes;  and  thofe  thou  truft  will  thee  deceive; 
plots  furround,  and  fome  fhall  ftand,  and  fome  fhall 
fall ;  ere  to-morrow's  fun  is  fet,  wonderous  tales  fhall 
meet  thine  ears." 

"  Care  and  trouble  cloud  thy  days,"  cried  in  hollow 
accents  the  third;  "  wild  difpute  and  bloody  treafon 
mark  thy  reign;  and,  ftrange  to  tell,  ere  Scotia's  crown 
thy  fon  adorns,  a  lion  by  its  whelps  fhall  be  devoured." 

The  firft,  then  turning  to  Edmund,  began  : 

"  Much  love,  Sir  Knight,  is  turned  to  hate, 
And  toil  and  terror  round  thee  wait  "— • 

"  Then  hade,  Sir  Knight,  and  quickly  go. 
Or  Scottifh  bands  fhall  work  thy  woe," 

cried  the  fecond  and  ceafed. 
The  third  took  up  the  tale, 

"  Thy  fate  does  lead  to  fouthern  land  ; 
Then  hafte,  Sir  Knight,  nor  fate  withftand." 

All  three  then  loudly,  in  hoarfe  accents,  cried, 

"  King  of  men,   thou  know'ft  thy  doom  ; 
Thy  fate,  Sir  Knight,  is  wrapt  in  gloom 
Yet  Scotland's  king,  and  England's  heir, 
Shall  equal  be  our  deareft  care." 

The  liquid  contained  in  one  horn  was  thrown  on  the 
king ;  a  fecond  was  poured  over  Edmund :  and  the 
third  into  the  fire;  when  the  hags  joining  their  hands, 
wheeled  round  it  with  a  flying  motion — the  flame  for- 
fook  the  wood.  Borne  upward  in  a  chariot  of  fire,  fche 
three  figures  afcended  through  the  outlet  in  the  roof, 
formed  for  the  fmoke,  which  filled  the  hall  with  a  fuf- 
focating  and  offenfive  fmell. 

The  animals  fet  up  the  mod  horrid  cries;  and  fur- 
rounded  by  darknefs,  our  adventurers  knew  not  which 
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•way  to  efcape  their  fury,  imagining  they  were  on  the 
point  of  being  devoured  by  them. 

Croffing  themfelves,  they  betook  them  to  their  pray 
ers,  wondering  how  in  fo  perilous  a  fituation  they 
could  have  neglected  ere  then  to  pray  for  afliftance  from 
whom  alone  they  could  hope  to  receive  it. 

The  building  fhook  to  its  foundation  ;  the  mafTy 
gate  was  heard  flapping  to  and  fro;  the  beafls  howled  ; 
the  iron  armour  fell  with  a  horrid  noife  ;  the  raven 
flapped  his  heavy  wing,  and  his  fcreams  echoed  through 
the  wide  hall.  Suddenly  all  was  ftill;  nor  light,  nor 
found  met  their  eyes  or  ear.  They  liftened,  but  in 
vain  ;  at  length  Edmund  broke  the  fearful  filence,  by 
propofing,  as  nought  appeared  to  oppofe  their  progrefs, 
they  fliould  quit  the  frightful  abode  they  were  in. 

But  though  the  king  agreed  to  the  propofition,  it  was 
not  in  their  power  to  put  it  in  practice;  for  the  doors, 
which  diftin&ly  had  been  heard  to  open,  were  now  (hut. 

A  kind  of  ftupor  invaded  every  fenfe,  and  they  funk 
on  the  pavement,  infenfible  to  the  horrors  of  the  place, 
and  wrapt  in  fleep  which  refembledihat  of  death. 

When  they  awoke  (after  having  remained  fome 
time  in  the  utmoft  infenlibility)  they  found  themfelves 
fafe  in  the  court  of  Scotland. 
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ON  the  borders  of  Scotland,  in  an  obfcure  glen, 
furrounded  by  a  deep  and  almoft  impafFable  moat,  for 
merly  Hood  the  cattle  of  the  baron  Raymond;  once  the 
favourite  refidence  of  that  noble  family.  The  exifting 
baron  had  retired  from  this  feat  of  his  progenitors,  about 
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twenty  years,  to  a  newly  ere&ed  manfion,  feme  thirty 
miles  diflant,  on  a  report  \vhich  was  rifen  among  his 
domeftics,  that  the  image  of  the  late  lord  was  frequently 
feen  in  an  apartment  on  the  weft  fide  of  the  caftle. 
This  opinion  of  the  caftle  being  haunted  was  rea 
dily  adopted  by  the  furrounding  peafantry ;  and  no 
one,  after  the  clofe  of  day,  dared  venture  within  fight 
of  it. 

At  this  period,  a  war  between  England  and  Scotland 
raged  with  incredible  fury  ;  and  the  youth  of  each  na 
tion  were  invited  to  join  the  ftandard  of  their  refpeftive 
fovereigns.  The  baron  Raymond  exerted  his  interefl 
among  his  tenantry  and  vafials,  in  favour  of  king  Da 
vid  ;  but  fuch  were  the  devaftations  of  the  Scottifh  mo 
narch,  and  his  marauding  army,  that  many  of  his  fub- 
jects  joined  the  forces  of  the  victorious  Edward. 

Among  the  numerous  clans  and  individuals  that  fled 
from  Scotland,  was  a  youth  of  majeftic  mien  and 
manly  form,  the  fon  of  a  vaflal  of  the  houfe  of  Ray 
mond;  who  having  from  his  infancy  difcovered  a  pro- 
penfity  for  war,  had  engaged  the  notice  of  the  baron,  and 
with  his  fon,  two  years  younger,  had  been  iuftructed  in 
the  ufe  of  arms.  Glanville  (for  fuch  was  the  name  of 
the  young  peafant)  fufpecting  that  his  lordfliip  would 
command  his  attendance  upon  lord  Edward,  then  on 
the  point  of  fetting  out  to  join-  the  forces  of  his  fove- 
reign,  privately  ftole  away  from  the  village,  intent  to 
follow  the  banners  of  the  Britifh  monarch. 

Having  continued  his  walk  the  whole  day,  he  reached 
the  fkirts  of  a  gloomy  foreft,  that  flickered  from  the 
rude  blafts  of  the  north  the  caftle  of  Raymond.  He 
ftood  a  few  minutes,  and  gazed  on  the  fcene  around,  in 
hopes  of  difcovering  fome  cot,  or  fhepherd's  hovel, 
where  he  might  pafs  the  night.  No  one  appearing,  he 
ftruck  into  the  foreft,  and,  after  half  an  hour's  walk, 
arrived  at  the  oppofite  fide-,  the  fun  had  now  funk  be 
neath  the  horizon  ;  and  its  laft  reflections,  which  pointed 
upon  the  lofty  battlements,  difcovered  to  him  the  aban 
doned  caftle.  He  was  an  utter  ftranger  to  this  part  of 
the  country,  and,  confequently,  knew  not  that  the 
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houfe  to  which  he  was  hadening  was  uninhabited,  or 
that  it  was  denominated  the  Haunted  Caftle.  His 
nearer  approach  diicovered  to  him  that  it  was  unte- 
nanted;  but  his  weary  limbs  required  reft,  and  he  there 
fore  determined  to  pafs  the  night  in  the  venerable  ftruc- 
ture.  The  lad  glimpfe  of  clay  had  fled  the  fky  when 
.Glanville  reached  the  moat,  or  rather  ditch  (for  it  was 
entirely  dry);  the  banks  of  which  having  fallen  in, 
formed  an  eafy  aceefs  to  the  houfe.  The  building  was 
compofed  of  two  wings,  or  turrets,  with  a  fpacious 
.dome  in  the  centre,  the  door  of  which  time-had  moul 
dered  into  duft  ;  fo  that,  without  refidance,  the  weary 
traveller  was  admitted.  A  rultic  kind  of  noife  fuc- 
ceeded  the  entrance  of  the  young  adventurer,  and,  for 
the  fird  time  in  his  life,  he  felt  an  emotion  fomewhat 
allied  to  fear ;  but  his  bread,  the  feat  of  innocence  and 
virtue,  foon  repelled  the  trembling  vifitor,  and  afiumed 
its  wonted  calmnefs. 

The  cautious  youth,  before  he  left  his  parent's  houfe, 
aware  that  the  country  through  which  he  had  to  pafs 
was  thinly  inhabited,  and  bare  of  accommodations,  had 
taken  with  him  thofe  implements  by  which  that  neceflay 
element,  fire,  is  raifed  into  acYion  ;  and  which  to  a  tra 
veller,  in  a  country  yoid  of  inhabitants,  is  fo  very  ef- 
fential.  Having,  therefore,  procured  a  light,  he  found 
himfelf  in  a  fpacious  hall,  overgrown  with  weeds  and 
rudies;  around  the  walls  and  ceiling,  which  were  very 
lofty,  the  cindering  ivy  crept;  an;!  here  the  folemn  bird 
of  night  enjoyed,  unmolelted  and  at  eaie,  her  folitary 
reign,  where,  flickered  from  the  inclemency  of  the  Iky, 
ihe  built  her  ned  and  reared  her  young.  The  drange 
appearance  of  the  light  alarmed  the  moping  race,  who 
t.iking  wing,  fled  from  their  once  peaceful  dwelling,  and 
this  unwelcome  gued.  The  noife  which  their  fuddea 
flight  occafioned,  echoed  through  the  vaulted  dome,  and 
again  called  forth,  in  the  mind  of  the  adonifhed  Glan- 
.yille,  the  tremors  of  fear,  which  fubfided  with  the 
knowledge  of  the  caufe  from  whence  the  founds  arofe. 
All  was  again  filent,  and  the  youth  advanced.  A  flight 
of  fteps,  rifing  from  the  hall,  led  to  the  wedern  tower  j 
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tliefe  Glanville  afcended,  and  foon  reached  a  faite  of 
rooms,  diirobed  of  every  article  of  furniture.  Extend 
ing  his  fearch,  he  reached  a  door,  in  which  he  difco- 
vered  a  key,  but  fo  covered  with  ruft,  that  it  indicated 
its  refufal  of  executing  the  office  for  which  it  was  de- 
fig;'~d.  Its  fervice,  however,  was  unneceffary ;  for, 
on  touching  the  lock,  the  door  immediately  opened,  and 
difcovered  a  final!  but  neat  apartment,  which,  from 
the  furniture  it  contained,  had  the  appearance  of  hav 
ing  once  been  a  lady's  drefling-room.  On  a  table, 
placed  between  two  gothie  windows,  flood  a  mirror, 
near  to  which  lay  a  fmall  caflcet.  Glanville,  refting 
his  lamp  upon  the  table,  took  it  up,  and  placing  his  fin 
ger  on  the  fpring,  it  flew  open,  and  prefented  the  mi 
niature  of  a  youth  in  the  habit  of  an  officer.  He  ap 
proached  the  light  to  have  a  more  perfect  view  of  the 
face,  and,  ftarting  a  few  paces  back,  exclaimed,  "  Fa 
ther  of  Mercy  !  what  do  I  fee? — My  very  felf  in  this 
counterfeit  prefentment !"  In  the  greateft  aftonifhment 
he  took  it  from  the  caiket,  and  on  the  obverfe  fide  read 
the  following  words  :  "  Wentworth,  fixth  lord  Ray 
mond." 

"  From  this  it  appears,"  faid  he,  "  that  the  refem- 
blance  of  the  late  lord  Raymond  is  here  preferved.  I 
have  heard  the  prefeut  baron  did  leave  the  caftle  of  his 
anceftors  on  an  idle  report,  that  his  immediate  prede- 
ceflbr,  after  death,  was  often  wandering  among  the 
chambers  of  his  earthly  habitation.  If  in  this  there  be 
any  fenfe  of  truth,  then,  it  fhould  feem,  I  am  now  in- 
clofed  within  the  walls  of  this  deferted  manfion.  A 
thoufand  thoughts,  "  continued  he,"  rufh  into  my 
mind,  and  would  be  heard.  I  do  recollect  me,  walking 
in  the  park  one  evening,  to  have  feen  the  baron  bending 
on  the  vacant  air  his  difordered  eye,  and  holding  with 
the  wind  difcourfe  :  his  frame  (hook,  as  if  his  hour  of 
diflblution  was  drawing  near,  and,  as  I  palled,  he 
fhrieked  aloud,  and  fell  lifelefs  on  the  ground.  Often 
has  he  feized  my  arm,  and  gazed  with  dreaming  eyes 
upon  my  face.  Once,  I  well  remember,  repeating 
tlu'Sj  his  frequent  practice,  he  heaved  a  figh,  and  cried^, 
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*  Glanvilk  !  than  art  the  very  fernblance  of  my  murdered 
uncle?  The  words,  and  the  adion  that  did  accompany 
them,  are  dill  frefh  in  my  memory ;  and,  at  this  mo 
ment,  I  know  not  wherefore,  occur  with  more  than 
common  force:  but  I  am  too  weary  for  thinking,  and 
flsep  lies  heavy  on  my  eyes.  Here  will  I  reft  my\relf 
this  night,"  faid  he,  throwing  himfelf  up.on  a  fopha, 
which  flood  in  the  room,  "  and  to-morrow,  will  give 
thefe  things  a  farther  thought." 

Fatigue  had  fo  oppreffed  the  fpirits  of  the  youthful 
traveller,  that  he  foon  fell  into  a  profound  deep.  His 
rcpofe  was  undifturbed;  nor  did  he  fhake  his  flumber 
off  till  the  fun-beams  darted  full  upon  his  face,  through 
the  broken  lattice  of  his  apartment.  Starting  from  his 
couch,  he  gazed  like  one  juft  wakened  from  a  dream, 
fufpended  in  doubt,  till  the  adventures  of  the  preced 
ing  day  recurred  to  his  memory,  whether  that  he  faw 
was  real,  or  the  vifion  of  created  fancy. — c'  If  there  is 
ought  to  be  believed  in  dreams,"  faid  he,  '*  then  thofe 
.1  have  had  to  night  portend  fome  ftrange  event.  JVIe- 
thought,  as  I  lay  fleeping,  a  fpedlre,  ifluing  from  that 
door,  approached  the  couch  and  gazed  attentive  on  my 
face.  Long  it  flood  in  mute  and  Client  admiration.  I 
faw  the  tear  of  forrow  trembling  in  its  eye  :  the  fmile 
of  hope  fucceeded,  and,  as  it  left  the  room,  I  rofe  to 
watch  its  departure,  when,  its  eyes  flill  bent  on  me,  in 
a  hollow  tone  of  voice  it  cried — *  At  the  mid  hour  of  night , 
fail  not  to  meet  me  here!' — then  infiantly  vanifhed  from 
my  fight.  But  this,"  continued  he,  after  a  fhort  paufe, 
"  is  the  work  of  mimic  fancy,  an  idle  dream,  no  more." 

"  More!"  anfwered  a  hollow  voice,  from  beneath. 

**  Heavens  !"  exclaimed  the  wondering  youth;  "  fuch 
was  the  voice  that  I  heard  in  my  fleep  ! — Say,  thou  in- 
vifible  and  perturbed  fpirit,  are  thofe  things,  which  in 
my  lumber's  bufy  memory  treafured  up,  real,  or  of 
fportive  fancy?  Speak,  for  on  thy  anfwer  depends  my 
return  to  this  lonely  manfion." 

"  At  the  mid  hour  of  night,  fail  not  to  meet  me  here  /" 
anfwered  the  voice,  in  the  fame  hollow  tone. 

"  Then  reft  in  peace,"  faid  Glanvillej  "  for  by  the 
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hopes  of  conqueft  that    fire  a  foldier's  breaft,  I  \vill 
meet  thee  at  the  appointed  hour." 

A  hollow  groan  fucceeded,  accompanied  with  n  loud 
and  thundering  noife,  that  {hook  the  very  foundation  o£ 
the  caftle. 

When  the  noife  had  ceafed,  Glanville  falling  on  his 
knees,  folicited  from  heaven  fortitude  and  courage  to 
nreet  the  horrors  of  the  approaching  night ;  and  then 
taking  from  the  table  his  fword,  together  with  the  caf- 
ket  that  contained  the  miniature  of  the  late  baron,  he 
defcended  the  fame  flight  of  fteps  which  had  conducted 
him  to  the  apartment  where  he  had  patted  the  night ; 
and  having  recrofled  the  moat,  afcended  a  neighbouring 
hill,  on  the  brow  of  which  he  perceived  a  niiferable 
hut.  The  tenants  of  this  clay-built  tenement  received 
him  with  hofpitality,  and  offered  him  fuch  refreshment 
as  their  hovel  afforded,  which,  poor  and  humble  as  it 
was,  proved  very  acceptable  to  Glanville,  who  had  not 
tafted  food  from  the  time  he  left  his  father's  houfe. 

From  the  door  of  this  cottage  the  turrets  of  the  aban 
doned  caftle  were  feen  juft  peeping  above  the  furround- 
ing  trees;  and  Glanville,  whofe  thoughts  were  wholly 
occupied  in  reflecting  on  the  occurrences  of  the  preced 
ing  evening,  and  in  anticipating  thofe  events  which  the 
womb  of  futurity  laboured  to  bring  forth,  anxioufly 
queftioned  his  hods  on  the  fubjecl:  of  the  building  be 
ing  deferted  by  its  owner,  and  left  to  moulder  and  de 
cay.  From  thefe  he  learned  the  name  of  the  caftle,, 
and  the  circumftance  which  had  determined  lord  Ray 
mond  to  leave  it ;  but  of  the  former  baron-  they  pof- 
foiled  not  the  leaft  knowledge^ 

The  agitation  of  his  mind  received  no  relief  from1 
this  information;  and  having  thanked  thefe  cottagers  for 
the  repaft  they  had  afforded  him,  he  bade  them  good' 
day,  and  directed  his-  way  toward  the  foreft,  in  which 
he  intended  to  pafs  the  remainder  of  the  time  between, 
the  prefent  and  the  hour  that  was  to  lead  him  to  the 
caftle. 

When  he  had  reached  the  thickeft  part  of  the  woodr 
he  threw  himfelf  on  the  grafs ;  and  drawing  the  mi- 
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mature  from  his  pocket,  he  gazed  on  it  with  the  moft 
earned  attention,  and  gave  himfelf  up  to  painful  and 
tormenting  conjecture.  From  this  reverie  he  was 
sroufed  by  this  emphatic  ejaculation — "  Thank  Al 
mighty  God,  I  have  found  him  !"  Suddenly  raifing  his 
eyes,  he  faw  before  him  his  fofter- father,  who,  on 
miffing  him  in  the  village,  had,  at  the  requeft  of  his 
mother,  purfued  him.  The  old  man,  perceiving  that 
his  fon  looked  coldly  on  him,  eagerly  inquired,  with 
tears  in  his  eyes,  if  he  was  not  glad  to  fee  him. 

"  O,  yes,"  faid  Glanville,  llarting  from  his  reverie, 
and  afiuming  a  cheerful  countenance,  "  that  I  am  ! 
Never  did  your  prefence  glad  my  fight  fo  much  as  at 
this  moment :  for  thou  art  come,  my  father,  to  clear 
my  mind  of  doubts  that  {hake  my  peace,  and,  like  a 
poifonous  canker,  dedroy  the  bud  of  happinefs.  Either 
my  fufpicions  have  made  me  the  moft  ungrateful  wretch 
alive,  or  they  prove  me  the  moft  injured  of  mankind. 
Speak,  fay,  who  was  my  father  ?  Nay,  do  not  fhrink- 
thus  from  the  queftion  ;  but  as  thou  hoped  for  mercy 
hereafter,  tell  me  who  my  parents  were;  for  there 
have  arifen  circumftances  which  might  perfuade  a 
flronger  mind  to  think  myfelf  of  higher  birth  than  my 
prefent  fortune  fpeaks  me." 

v  I  know  not  how  to  anfwer,"  faid  the  trembling  Jolet 
(fuch  was  the  peafant's  name)j  "  yet  do  I  well  know 
thou  art  no  fon  of  mine." 

"  How  then  did  I  come  beneath  your  roof?  Thou 
didft  not  furely  fteal  me,  Jolet.  Thou  couldft  never 
be  fo  cruel,  to  rob  the  doating 'mother  of  her  tender 
charge,  or  tear  from  the  anxious  father's  fond  embrace 
the  pledge  of  conjugal  felicity." 

"  O,  no,  my  fon  (for  in  affection  thou  art  ftill  my 
fon),  thefe  hands  were  never  engaged  in  theft.  From 
every  difhoneft  a£t  I  am  as  pure  as  you  were  when,  an 
helplefs  infant,  and  fmiling  in  the  ruffian's  face,  I 
fnatched  thee  from  his  uplifted  dagger." 

"  Ha!  murder!  Oh,  my  foul  fickens  at  the  very 
thought ! — But  tell  me  all  thou  knoweft  of  my  life ; 
by  what  myfterious  workings  of  Providence  thou  faved. 
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me  from  intended   murder,  with  every  circumftance 
that  lives  within  thy  memory." 

"  The  tale  is  very  fliort,-  my  fon,  nor  has  it  efcnped 
my  recollection.  Returning  from  the  borders  of  Eng 
land,  where  I  had  been  with  a  herd  of  cattle,  and 
fome where  near  the  fpot  we  now  reft  on,  I  fat  me  down 
to  take  refrefhment;  and  while  thus  employed,  I  faw 
a  man  with  fomething  in  his  arms  glide  among  the 
trees.  Apprehending  him  to  be  one  of  the  numerous 
banditti  which  at  that  time  lurked  in  thefe  parts,  I 
crept,  unperceived,  behind  a  thicket,  hoping  to  efcape 
his  obfervation;  but  I  fcarce  reached  my  hiding  place 
when  he  approached,  and  with  much  gentlenefs  laid 
what  he  held  in  his  arms  on  the  grafs,  and  unfolded  the 
mantle,  which  I  perceived  contained  an  infant.  From 
the  ruffian's  manner,  I  thought  his  bufinefs  was  to  mur 
der  it ;  and  yet  he  hefitated,  fighed  heavily,  and  kifled 
the  babe,  which  all  this  time  lay  ftretching  its  little 
limbs  and  fmiling  in  his  face.  At  length,  plucking  up 
as  it  were  a  determined  refolution,  he  drew  from  his 
bofom  a  dagger,  and  at  the  moment  when  he  had 
thrown  remorfe  afide,  and  was  prepared  to  ftiike,  I 
rufhed  from  my  ambuOi — feized  his  uplifted  arm,  and 
fnatched  the  weapon  from  his  trembling  hand.  With«_ 
out  fpeaking,  he  inftantly  darted  into  the  thickeft  part 
of  the  foreft,  while  I  raifed  the  infant  in  my  arms,  and 
haftened  on  my  journey,  taking  a  different  road  than 
was  ufually  travelled,  to  efcape  purfuit,  and,  thank  God ! 
reached  my  cottage  in  fafety.  Never  fhall  I  forget  the 
tranfport  of  Cicely  when  I  gave  thee  to  her  (for  we  had 
no  children).  She  hugged  thee  to  her  bread  with  as 
much  fondnefs  as  if  thou  wert  indeed  her  own,  and 
brought  thee  up,  Glanville,  with  as  much  care." 

"  And  never,  my  dear  father  (for  I  will  ftill  call  thee 
fo,"  faid  Glanville),  "  will  I  forget  the  debt  I  owe  my 
mother  and  yourfelf ."  He  then  related  to  the  aftonifhed 
Jolet  the  adventure  of  the  preceding  night,  and  in 
formed  him  of  his  intention  to  reviiit  the  caflle  after 
the  clofe  of  day.  The  honed  peafant,  alarmed  for  his 
fafety,  propofecl  accompanying  him,  but  Glanville 
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would  by  no  means  confent.  He  conducted  him  to  tlte 
cottage  at  which  he  had  himfelf  been  in  the  morning,, 
and  obtained  leave  of  the  good  people  to  accommodate 
Jolet  for  the  night,  intending  to  return  in  the  morning, 
and  ptirfue  his  journey  to  the  Britifh  camp,  which  was 
at  a  fhort  diftance  from  this  place. 

The  reft  of  the  day,  though  relieved  by  the  conver- 
fation  of  Jolet,  appeared  to  Glanville  extremely  tedi>- 
ous  ;  and  he  hailed,  with  no  fmall  degree  of  pleafure, 
the  arrival  of  the  moment  in  which  he  was  to  return  to 
the  caftle. 

Though  Glanville  perfifted  in  his  refufal  to  Jolet's  re- 
queft  of  palling  the  night  with  him,  he  could  not  obje£t 
to  his  accompanying  him  part  of  the  way.  This  requeft 
Glanville  acceded  to,  in  order  to  quiet  the  mind  of  his 
fofter-father,  which  appeared  to  fufter  greater  agitation 
than  even  his  own.  Farther  than  the  moat,  however, 
he  would  not  permit  him  to  advance.  Here  he  took  a 
folemn  farewel  of  him  for  the  night ;  and  Jolet,  with 
reluctance,  returned  to  the  hovel,  while  Glanville  en 
tered  the  folitary  caftle. 

His  entering  of  this  deferted  manfion  was  marked  by 
the  fame  difturbance  as  occurred  the  evening- before ; 
nor  had  it  lefs  efFe£t  on  his  mind,  which,  notwithftand- 
ing  the  fortitude  it  had  afTumed,  was  confiderably  agi 
tated.  As  before,  he  afcended  the  fteps,  and  reached 
the  fame  apartment  in  which  he  flept.  The  filence  of 
the  place,  which  was  interrupted  only  by  the  ftated 
cries  of  the  bittern,  and  the  fcreams  of  the  hood 
winked  bird  of  night,  increafed  the  palpitation  of  his 
heart.  He  felt  unufual  tremblings,  and,  had  not  hi» 
limbs  feemed  to  forget  their  accuftomed  oiBce,  he  would 
willingly  have  re -trod  his  former  fteps,  and  fled  the 
horrid  fpot.  He  was  rivetted  to  the  place/and,  however 
willing,  was  unable  to  move.  A  few  minutes  reflec 
tion  reftored  him  to  himfelf;  and  his  mind  became  in 
vigorated  from  the  confcioufnels  of  felf- rectitude.  He 
employed  the  intervening  time  in  a  folemn  addrefs  to- 
the  Divine  Being,  for  ftrength  and  fupport  in  the  ap 
proaching  hour,  that  was  to  difclofe,  he  believed,  ;v 
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mod  important  lecret — a  fecret  in  which  his  fate  was 
materially  involved.  Scarcely  had  he  finifhed  his  pious 
ejaculations,  and  rifen  from  his  fupplicadng  poiture, 
when  a  violent  guft  of  wind  rumed  through  the  apart 
ment.  This  was  fucceeded  by  a  fimilar  noiie  to  that 
he  had  heard  in  the  morning. 

With  breathlefs  patience  he  turned  his  eyes  toward 
the  door,  and  trembling,  waited  the  fpe&re's  approach. 
With  ilow  and  folemn  pace  it  entered  the  room ;  its 
figure  and  drefs  exaitly  correfponded  with  the  minia 
ture  •,  and,  before  it  fpoke,  Glanville  knew  it  was  the 
form  of  the  late  baron. 

"  Difmifs  thy  fears,  brave  youth,"  faid  the  fpeclre, 
in  a  hollow  founding  voice,  "  for  innocence  like  thine 
has  nought  to  dread.  I  come  to  confirm  the  fuipicions 
that  hang  on  thy  mind;  and  to  tell  thee,  that  in  this 
mangled  form,  thou  beholdeft  the  (hadow  of  him  who 
once  was  owner  of  this  deferted  manfion,thelordof  Ray 
mond's  wide  domains.  The  wretch  who  now  holds 
that  title,  obtained  it  by  the  fell  crime  of  murder  !  yes, 
by  murder  of  his  dearevt  friend  •,  and  the  blow  that  de 
prived  me  of  life  and  fortune,  robbed  thee,  my  boy,  of 
a  father !" 

"  Merciful  God!"  exclaimed  Glanville,  "  then  are 
my  fufpicions  confirmed  indeed  ! — But  how  did  he  ef- 
fetl  this  cruel  deed  ?" 

"  My  murderer  was  the  fon  of  my  only  brother  ; 
who  having  at  an  early  age  loll  his  parent,  I  took  under 
my  protection,  and  well  fupplied  the  lofs  he  had  fuf- 
tained.  The  feuds  that  broke  out  between  the  neigh 
bouring  nations,  and  kindled  up  the  flames  of  war, 
urged  me  to  the  hoftile  plain.  My  ungrateful  nephew 
was  my  attendant,  whofe  fanguine  mind,  heated  by 
ambition,  and  panting  to  enjoy  thofe  honours  which 
by  right  of  birth  were  mine,  amidft  the  contending 
{hock  ot  arms  aimed  an  arrow  at  my  bread.  'I*oo  cer 
tain  was  the  aim,  too  fure  my  fall.  With  well  difiem- 
bled  grief  he  mourned  my  fate,  and  paid  to  my  remains 
a  foldier's  funeral  honours;  yet  before  thefe  obfequies 
were  done,  he  difpatched  a  ruiuau  to  my  widowed  love» 
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with  commifTion  to  difclofe  my  death,  and,  under  that 
pretence,  to  feal  his  title  to  my  fortunes,  by  fending 
her,  and  thee,  her  new-born  fon,  to  bear  me  company 
in  the  gloomy  confines  of  the  grave." 

"  And  was  my  mother  murdered  too  ?"  interrupted 
the  agitated  and  impatient  Glanvillc. 

"  The  fudden  news  of  her  huiband's  fate  fpared 
the  murderer's  intended  purpofe.  She  furvived  not  the- 
melancholy  tidings.  Thus  far  fortune  favoured  his 
curfed  defign,  and  thou  alone  remained  the  obftacle  to 
flop  his  guilty  progrefs.  But  even  this  difficulty  his 
genius,  fertile  in  mifchief,  furmounted.  Such  of  the 
fervants  whom  he  fufpe&ed  of  too  ftrong  an  at 
tachment  to  their  deceafed  lord,  he  found  means  to  dif- 
charge  ;  and  then  introducing  thofe  more  friendly  to 
his  intereft,  he  gave  thee  to  a  ruffian,  with  ftrong  in 
junctions  to  deftroy  thy  life  ;  and,  the  better  to  conceal 
this  wilful  murder,  conveyed  a  deceafed  infant  to  thy 
cradle.  This  part  of  his  infernal  plot  fucceeded  to  his 
wifhes  ;  all  believed  thy  death  was  natural  ;  but  here 
the  arm  of  heaven  interpofed,  and  fnatched  thee  from 
the  murderer's  grafp,  who,  difappointed  in  the  profecu- 
tion  of  this  horrid  purpofe,  befmeared  his  hands  with 
blood,  returned  to  claim  the  promifed  bounty,  and  con 
firmed  thy  death  with  horrid  oaths  and  dreadful  impre 
cations.  What  follows,  thou  thyfelf  art  well  acquainted 
with.  Now  liften,  my  fon,  to  thy  father's  charge. 
Haften  hence  to  join  the  forces  of  the  Britifh.  king,  to 
whom  the  name  of  Raymond  is  well  known.  In  the 
adverfe  army  thou  will  meet  thy  father's  murderer;  hunt 
him  through  every  rank ;  he  will  fall  beneath  thy  con 
quering  fword  ;  yet  fpare  his  hated  life,  till,  in  the  pre- 
fence  of  the  royal  Edward,  he  has  confefied  the  crime 
that  clogs  his  guilty  foul.  Fear  not  the  juftice  of  the 
Engiifli  monarch;  he  will  place  thee  in  the  pofTeffion  of 
thy  family's  honours  and  eftates,.  and  thus  appeafe  the 
manes  of  thy  departed  fire.  Do  this,  my  fon,  as  thou 
hoped  for  future  happinefs,  and  revere  the  memory  of 
thy  murdered  friends." 

The  fhadow  then  glided  from  his  fight,  and  the  trem.- 
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bfing  Glanville,  unflieathing  his  f\vord,  and  prefling  it 
to  his  lips,  faid, — "And  this  I  fwear  to  do,  or  may  I 
never  receive  my  birth-right !  May  ceafelefs  .poverty  he 
my  lot ! — difgrace  and  infamy  my  portion  !" 

Eager  to  purfue  the  advice  which  he  had  received,  he 
haftened  from  the  cattle,  and  fought  the  fhepherd's  ho 
vel,  where  the  fleeplefs  Jolet  impatiently  waited  his 
return. 

The  footfteps  of  Glanville,  as  he  approached  the 
hovel,  were  heard  hy  the  watchful  Jolet,  who  immedi 
ately  opened  the  door,  and  in  a  whifper  afked  if  he  was 
well.  Glanville  anfwered  his  paternal  inquiry,  and  in 
formed  him  of  the  neceflity  of  his  immediately  joining 
the  Englifh  forces.  Jolet  requefted  to  accompany  him; 
but  Glanville,  who  knew  the  importance  of  his  evidence 
in  the  momentous  bufmefs  which  now  occupied  his  at 
tention,  would  not  permit  him  to  attend  him  to  a  place 
where,  it  was  more  than  probable,  he  might  lofc  the 
benefit  of  his  allegations.  He  ftricHy  enjoined  him  to 
re-enter  the  cottage,  and  wait  till  the  labours  of  the  day 
called  its  inhabitants  from  their  pillows,  that  he  might 
thank  them  for  the  flicker  they  had  afforded  him  ;  and 
then  to  return  home,  keeping  himfelf,  as  much  as  pof- 
fible,  from  die  notice  of  the  baron  and  his  family,  if 
they  were  not  fet  out  to  join  the  arms  of  David  ;  and, 
above  all,  to  conceal  the  route, he  had  taken,  that 
he  had  feen  him,  or  was  privy  to  the  fate  that  had  be 
fallen  3iim. 

Jolet  promifed  to  obey  his  injunctions,  and  was  going 
to  queition  him  on  the  occurrences  of  the  night, 
and  his  adventure  at  the  cattle;  when  Glanville  checked 
his  curiofity  ;  and  telling  him  that  a  fliort  time  would 
unfold  all  he  wifhed  to  be  informed  of,  took  an  affec 
tionate  leave  of  the  honeft  peafant,  and  fet  out  in  pur- 
fuit  of  the  Britifh  camp. 

A  vatiety  of  thought  prefented  itfelf  to  the  agitated 
mind  of  the  young  foldier,  as  he  purfued  his  uncer 
tain  way.  The  fun  had  jutt  rifen  above  the  horizon  as 
he  entered  a  fmall  village,  the  inhabitants  of  which 
•were  in  the  greateft  consternation,  from  the  near  ap- 
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proach  of  the  enemy's  forces  ;  a  party  of  winch  he 
learned  were,  at  that  moment,  attacking  a  guard  of 
men  who  were  conveying  forage  to  the  Britifh  camp. 
This  information  roufed  the  martial  armour  of  Glan- 
ville,  who  longed  to  enter  the  lifts  with  the  comba 
tants.  A  wounded  foldier,  who  had  efcaped  from  the 
field,  gave  the  melancholy  tidings  that,  overpowered 
by  numbers,  the  Englifh  were  giving  way  ;  and  that 
the  provifions  muft  inevitably  fall  into  the  hands  of  the 
«nemy — a  circumftance,  he  obferved,  which  would  en 
tirely  difconcert  the  meafures  of  the  king,  who  com 
manded  in  perfon,  and  would  oblige  him  to  abandon 
the  expedition  he  ha'd  planned.  Glanville  inftantly 
mounted  the  wounded  foldier's  horfe  ;  and  haftening  to 
the  fcene  of  action,  had  the  mortification  to  fee  the 
Englifh  retreating  in  diforder,  and  the  enemy  furround- 
ing  the  convoy.  The  captain  of  the  party,  inftead  of 
encouraging  his  men  to  brave  the  charge  of  their  ene 
my,  gave  way  on  the  firft  advantage,  and  was  gallop- 
ping  off  at  full  fpeed,  when  Glanville  reached  the  dif- 
ordered  troops. 

"  For  (hame,  Britons,"  he  cried,  in  a  firm  and  ani 
mated  tone,  "  let  not  the  cowardice  of  your  leader 
damp  your  native  courage  !  return  to  the  charge,  and 
(how  the  prefuming  foe,  that  you  dread  not  their  num 
bers  ;  but  are  determined  to  difpute  the  field  as  become 
the  foldiers  of  the  king  you  ferve." 

Animated  by  the  example  of  this  gallant  ftranger,  they 
rallied  their  broken  forces;  and,  under  the  directions  of 
this  youth,  returned  to  the  charge.  An  obiHnate  con 
flict  enfued;  but  the  fuperior  (kill  and  bravery  of  Glan 
ville  and  his  followers  at  length  bore  down  all  before 
them,  drove  the  enemy  from  the  field,  and  conducted 
the  convoy  in  fafety  to  the  camp. 

Some  of  the  party,  who  had  fled  from  the  field  on 
the  firft  appearance  of  a  defeat,  had  fpread  through 
the  camp  the  fatal  tidings  of  the  convoy's  lofs  ;  fo  that 
the  utmoft  confternation  prevailed.  On  the  fafe  ar 
rival  of  this  fupply  the  king  had  built  his  hopes  of 
conqueft  ;  and  purpofed,  as  ibon  as  the  foldiers  were 
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recruited  in  ftrength,  which  had  been  much  exhaufted 
by  forced  marches,  and  fhortnefs  of  provifion,  to  at 
tack  the  forces  of  the  Scottifh  monarch,  which  were 
encamped  afhort  diftance  from  them. 

Thus  fituated,  thus  loft  to  every  hope,  and  enveloped 
in  the  horrors  of  defpair,  imagine  the  exultation  and 
joy  which  the  arrival  of  a  courier,  whom  Glanville  had 
difpatched  in  the  moment  of  victory,  charged  with 
news  of  the  convoy's  fafety  and  near  approach,  produced 
in  the  dHconfobfte  and  almoft'famimed  foldiery.  The 
king  himielf,  whom  the  mefienger  had  apprized  of  the 
circumftances  of  the  day  and  of  the  extraordinary  va 
lour  of  the  ftranger  whofe  exertions  faved  the  forage 
from  falling  into  the  hands  of  the  enemy,  went  forth 
to  meet  the  faviour  of  his  people.  Honours  and  rewards 
due  to  fuch  a  conqueror  were  beftowed;  and  the  defire 
which  his  majefty  exprefled  of  knowing  the  perfon  to 
whom  he  was  fo  much  indebted,  afforded  the  modeft 
youth  an  opportunity  of  relating  thofe  particulars  with 
which  the  reader  has  been  made  acquainted.  It  is 
needlefs  to  fay,  that  he  had  the  king's  voice  for  his  fuc- 
cefiion  to  the  houfe  of  Raymond. 

It  was  a  circumftance  well  known,  that  the  mur 
derer,  with  his  three  fons,  was  in  the  camp  of  David; 
and  Glanville  panted  for  the  arrival  of  the  moment  that 
was  to  lead  the  oppofing  armies  into  action.  This  im 
patience  in  a  few  days  was  gratified  ;  and  in  this  me- 
moraWe  action  the  fictitious  baron  became  the  prifoner 
of  his  injured  coufin,  who  after  the  battle  conducted 
him  to  the  tent  of  his  royal  patron  ;  and  in  his  prefence, 
and  in  that  of  his  chiefs  and  nobles,  charged  the  con 
quered  baron  with  the  foul  crime  of  murder;  adducing 
thofe  circumftances  with  which,  by  the  interference  of 
Providence,  he  had  been  made  acquainted,  to  fupport 
the  allegation.  Thefe,  however,  were  unnecellary ; 
guilt  and  remorfe  were  pictured  in  the  villain's  counte 
nance,  and  he  unequivocally  confefied  the  crime. 

The  king  ordered  inftant  execution  to  be  done 
upon  him ;  but  that  was  unneceflary  -,  the  wound  he 
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had  received  from  the  fword  of  Glanville  rendered 
death  inevitable ;  and,  at  the  requefl  of  that  youth,  the 
fentence  .was  fufpended. 

The  ambitious  views  which  this  imperious  lord  had 
formed,  were  now  completely  difappointecl.  His  fa 
mily,  whom  lie  fought  to  enrich  and  ennoble  by  the 
crime  of  murder,  had  all  defcended  to  the  grave  ;  the 
laft  that  remained  he  faw  fall  in  this  battle,  and  was 
himfelf  now  hastening  to  that  gloomy  dwelling  ;  not 
with  the  fatisfaction  of  having  palled  a  life  of  piety 
and  virtue,  but  with  the  reproaches  of  a  heart  tainted 
with  every  vice,  and  where  that  of  murder  formed  the 
chief. 

Such  was  the  end  of  an  ambition,  founded  in  mur 
der.  May  this  tale  imprefs  on  the  mind  of  the  reader 
the  important  truth  it  is  intended  to  convey — that 
what  is  begun  in  vice  cannot  end  in  peace  j  and  that 
however  fuccefsfully  the  cunning  and  artifice  of  nar 
row-minded  mortals  may  plan  the  concealment  of 
their  crimes  from  their  fellow  men,  they  are  ft  ill  vifi- 
ble  to  the  all-fearching  eye  of  PROVIDENCE  ! 
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From  RYAN's  Reliqu«s  of  Genius. 

ADELA  was  the  only  daughter  of  a  powerful 
baron  of  Aquitaine.  Her  father  fprung  from  an  illuf- 
trious  family,  and  added  to  hereditary  honours  the 
glory  of  heroic  atchievements.  In  his  youth,  he  accom 
panied  the  flower  of  the  European  chivalry,  who  fought 
under  the  banner  of  Godfrey,  and  recovered  the  holy 
fepulchre  from  the  hands  of  the  infidels.  lie  returned 
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to  his  country,  crowned  with  vi£tory  and  fair  renown  j 
and  inherited  the  rich  domains  of  his  anceftors. 

Adela  was  in  the  prime  of  beauty,  and  poffefled  a 
fuiceptible  heart.  In  her  air  and  afpedr,  dignity  was 
mingled  with  fvveetnefs :  for  in  the  difpofition  of  her 
mind,  confcious  elevation  of  fentiment  was  foftened 
by  amiable  and  mild  affections. 

Edwin,  a  gallant  youth,  animated  with  the  generous 
love  of  arms,  fmit  with  the  renown  of  Albert's 
Prowefs,  and  ambitious  of  profiting  by  the  narrative  of 
his  exploits,  repaired  with  other  warriors  to  his  hofpi- 
table  caftle.  His  eye,  keen  and  piercing,  indicated  a 
fiery,  vigorous,  and  active  fpirit.  His  form  was  well 
fitted  to  kindle  defire  in  the  bofom  of  tender  maids: 
and  the  heart  of  Adela  was  not  infenfible  to  his  merit. 
Their  paifion  was  mutual.  He  gazed  on  her  unaffected 
charms  with  aftoniftiment ;  for,  till  then,  he  had  never 
felt  the  tender  anxiety,  the  reftlefs  longing  and  lan- 
guifhment  of  love.  Ambition  had  been  the  governing 
paffion  of  his  foul :  but  the  fiercenefs  of  ambition  now 
yielded  to  a  fofter  though  no  lefs  ardent  defire.  He 
no  longer  difcourfed  in  keen  rapture  of  marfhalled  hofts, 
of  lifted  fields,  and  feats  of  venturous  daring  ;  but  lan- 
guifhed  on  the  ineffable  attractions  of  a  rofeate  conv 
plexion,  and  a  tender  melting  eye.  The  vehement  im 
patience  of  the  warrior  was  loft  in  the  complacency  and 
penfivenefs  of  the  lover. 

Albert,  perceiving  this  change  in  his  deportment, 
demanded  the  caufe.  Edwin  replied  in  candid  and  re- 
fpeclful  guife  :  he  told  him,  without  referve,  of  the 
impreiTion  made  on  his  foul  by  the  peerlefs  beauty  of 
Adela;  and,  with  the  ardency  of  youthful  paffion,  be- 
fought  him  to  ratify  his  fincere  attachment  by  wedlock. 
"  And  who  art  thou,"  faid  the  haughty  baron,  "who 
pretends  to  the  love  of  Adela  ?  What  feats  of  heroic 
prowefs  haft  thou  atchieved  ?  Or  is  thy  anceftry  diftin- 
guiftied  among  the  chieftains  of  the  fo'uth  ?  Thy  fhield 
is  infcribed  with  no  valorous  atchievement:  nor  are  thy 
deeds,  nor  the  deeds  of  thy  fathers,  rehearfed  by  re- 
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cording  minftr-els.  Gain  thee  a  name  in  firms,  anil 
then  afpire  to'the  envied  alliance  of  the  houfe  of  Albert." 

Theie  words,  like  an  arrow,  penetrated  the  heart  of 
Edwin.  Love  and  ambition,  hitherto  at  variance,  were 
now  united;  they  concurred  in  the  fame  purfuit,  and 
their  vehemence  was  irrefiilible.  Accordingly  the  youth 
ful  warrior  prepared  for  his  departure,  and  took  a  ten 
der  farewel  of  Adela.  "  Farewell"  (lie  replied,  the 
tears  guihing  from  her  radiant  eyes.  "  Heaven  knows, 
no  gallant  youth  but  thee  ever  lhared  my  afteclions. 
May  the  holy  angels,  who  regard  true  and  virtuous 
love  with  eileem,  grant  thee  protection  !  Speedy  be  thy 
return  !  And  Oi  remember  me.  Gay  and  courtly 
dames,  fkilled  in  feducement  and  cunning  device,  may 
itrive  to  aHure  thee;  but  their  love  will  not  equal  mine." 
They  plkhted  vows  of  mutual  fidelity,  and  exchanged 
tokens  of  unlhaken  attachment.  Then  Edwin,  clad  in 
complete  armour,  a  gay  undaunted  warrior,  mounted 
a  fteed  proudly  caparilbned,  and  bent  his  courfe  to  the 
plans  of  Catalonia,  where  the  Saracen  waded  in  the 
blood  or  Spain. 

Soon  after  his  departure,  Edgar,  a  proud  and  weal 
thy  chieftain,  with  a  numerous  retinue  of  knights  and 
retainers,  came  to  the  caftle  of  Albert.  He  was  re 
ceived  with  pomp  and  hofpitable  welcome.  He  caft 
amorous  glances  on  the  referved,  unrivalled  charms  of 
Adela.  He  preferred  his  courtftiip  with  ftudied  fmiles, 
and  fpeeches  devifed  with  cunning.  She  heard  him  at 
iirft  with  indifference  ;  he  perfiHed,  and  (he  requited 
him  with  contempt.  He  then  addreiTed  his  fuit  to  the 
baron:  he  boafted  of  the  high  renown  of  his  ancdlors, 
and  the  wide  extent  of  his  domain  ;  he  expatiated  oa 
the  number  of  his  vaflfals  ;  and  infilled,  in  magnificent 
terms,  on  the  mutual  honour  and  fecurity  that  would 
accrue  from  fo  feemly  an  alliance.  Albert  liftened  to 
him  with  partial  and  pleafed  attention  ;  he  repented  of 
the  hopes  he  had  encouraged  in  the  foul  of  Edwin  ; 
and  endeavoured  to  perfuade  his  daughter  to  forget  her 
attachment  to  the  valiant  youth.  In  vain  the  ailonifhed 
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Adela  lamented,  wept,  entreated  ;  in  vain  (he  threw 
herfelf  at  her  father's  feet,  and  tore  her  difhevelled 
trefles,  and  in  anguifh  fmote  her  bread.  Her  oppofi- 
tion,  inftead  of  mitigating^  his  rigour,  augmented  his 
refentment,  and  confirmed  him  in  his  ungenerous  pur- 
pofe.  He  mingled  menaces  and  unkind  reproach  with 
his  perfuafions.  "  By  the  hdy  rood,"  faid  he,  with  a 
faftidious  and  wrathful  afpe£t,  "  the  honour  of  my  houfe 
(hall  not  be  ilained  by  the  pretenfions  of  a  low-born 
boy.  Degenerated  as  thou  art,  the  meannefs  of  thy 
fentiments  (hall  not  fully  thefplendour  of  thine  ancefhry, 
nor  load  my  refpe&ed  age  with  diihonour.  Receive  the 
addrefles  of  Edgar  with  fuitable  regard,  and.  the  defe 
rence  due  to  my  commands.  Mean  time  preparations 
{hall  be  made  for  the  bridal  folemnity,  in  a  manner  be 
coming  the  dignity  of  this  alliance." 

Adela,  after  rernonflrating  in  vain  againft  the  feve- 
rity  of  his  commands,  intreated,  with  an  humble  and 
dejected  air,  that  the  marriage  ceremony  might  be  de 
layed.  "  Can  Edgar,"  faid  {he,  "  prize  the  cold  and 
eonilrained  embraces  of  a  heart  that  throbs  for  another  ? 
Will  the  fighing  and  anguifh  of  a  broken  fpirit  accord 
with  the  fond  carefies  of  a  bridegroom  ?  To  Edwin  my 
faith  was  plighted,  and  on  him  my  imagination  hath 
dwelt.  Give  me  time,  therefore,  to  divert  the  current 
of  an  affection  too  violent  to  be  fuddenly  oppofed ;  to 
difcourage  the  reveries  of  fancy,  animated  by  a  legal 
and  habituated  paflion  ;  and  to  reconcile  myfelf  to  the 
addrefles  of  Edgar."  As  her  reafoning  was  plaufible, 
the  nuptial  folemnity  was  deferred.-  But,  as  foon  as 
ihe  had  retired  from  her  father's  prefence,  fhe  fummon- 
ed  a  page  in  whom  {he  confided,  and  fpoke  to  him  in 
the  following  manner  :  "  Prepare  thee  for  a  long  jour 
ney  :  faddle  the  fleeted  of  my  father's  deeds,  and  du 
ring  the  obfcurity  of  the-  night  depart.  Hie  thee  to 
the  banks  of  the  Ebro  ;  find  Edwin  ;  tell  him  of  the 
perils  thatbefet  me  ;  tell  him  that  a  wealthy  and  pow 
erful  rival,  with  coftly  parade,  and  glittering  mow  of 
blazonry,  hath  imppfed  on  my  father,  and  infinuated 
E3  ' 
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himfelf  into  his  efleem."  The  menial  bowed  with 
humble  obeifance,  and  with  profeflions  of  diligence  and 
fidelity  departed. 

Meantime  Edgar  prefled  his  fuit  with  courteous 
phrafe  and  dalliance.  Daily  tournaments  were  exhi 
bited  at  the  caftle  of  Albert.  The  knights  and  barons 
of  the  neighbouring  domains  attended :  but  Edgar  pur- 
pafled  them  in  the  fplendor  of  his  armour,  and  the 
pomp  of  his  retinue.  The  hall  refounded  with  re 
velry  and  rejoicing  ;  and  minftrels,  clad  in  gaudy  appa 
rel,  celebrated  the  praifes  of  warlike  chiefs,  or  lung 
the  power  and  pleasures  of  love.  Adela  arrayed  her 
countenance  with  fmiles  and  courtefy ;  but  her  bofom 
was  diffracted  with  anguifh.  "  O  when,"  fhe  cried, 
"  fhall  I  be  delivered  from  the  importunity  of  a  detefted 
fuitor,  and  the  bondage  of  feigned  complacency  ?  When, 
will  Edwin  return,  adorned  with  conqueit,  and  confi 
dent  with  fuccefs  ?  His  merit  fhall  fhine  unrivalled ; 
and  Edgar  fhall  be  covered  with  fhame." 

At  length  the  page  returned  ;  and,  repairing  to  the 
apartment  of  his  mournful  miftrefs,  "  Now  heaven 
forefend,"  faid  he,  "  moil  gracious  lady,  that  the 
tidings  I  bring  mould  injure  thy  tender  frame  more  than 
thou  art  able  to  endure!  May  the  faints  and  miniflring 
angels  uphold  thee  !" — "  Hath  he  perifhed  ?" — cried 
Adela,  with  a  look  of  terror  and  amazement.  "  la 
what  bloody  field  hath  he  fallen?  Where  lies  the  lifeleis 
body  ?  What  barbarous  adverfary  hath  mangled  and  in- 
fulted  his  graceful  form?" — "  He  hath  not  perifhed," 
replied  the  attendant.  **  But,  O  gentle  lady!  foul  arts 
have  been  pra£tifed  ;  fhameful  perfidy  hath  been  com 
mitted.  Edwin  lives,  but  not  for  thee  ;  he  hath  given- 
his  hand  to  another  !" — "  Peace!  peace  !"  interrupted 
Adela,  with  a  faultering  utterance,  and  looks  of  afto- 
nifliment  mixed  with  anger,  "  reftrain  thy  blafphemous 
fpeech,  nor  with  bale  calumny  afpcrfe  the  fame  of  a 
true  and  gallant  warrior." — "  When,"  anfwered  the 
menial,  "  have  I  been  guilty  of  deceit  or  infidelity  to- 
ward  my  gentle  millrefs  ?  Full  fore  it  grieveth  me  to 
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be  the  mefTenger  of  evil  tidings." — "  Rehearfe  them 
unrefervedly,"  cried  Adela,  with  a  tone  of  anxious  im 
patience. 

"  I  purfued  my  journey,"  faid  he,  "  many  days, 
without  any  adventure,  till  I  came  within  fight  of  a 
{lately  caftle.  It  flood  on  the  brow  of  a  woody  hill  ; 
was  garniihed  with  towers  and  battlements;  and  com 
manded  a  wide  profpec"l  of  cultivated  fields  and  forefls. 
As  I  advanced,  mine  ear  was  fuddenly  furprifed  with 
the  din  of  hounds  and  horns,  mingled  with  the  cries 
of  the  huntfmen.  I  foon  defcried  a  gallant  fhow  of 
knights  and  fplendid  dames,  mounted  on  milk  white 
courfers,  and  purfuing  the  rapid  deer.  When  the 
chace  was  ended,  they  flopped  by  the  fide  of  a  chryftal 
brook ;  and  a  comely  youth,  arrayed  in  fhining  apparel, 
alighted  from  his  foamy  fteed,  and  with  courtly  obeifance 
prefented  the  prey  to  a  fair  and  fmiling  lady.  I  mingled 
in  their  company,  and  in  the  lineaments  of  the  courte 
ous  youth  recognifed  the  inconftant  Edwin.  O  gentle 
lady,  may  heaven  fo  help  me  in  my  utmoft  need,  as  I 
now  fpeak  the  words  of  truth!  And  may  the  faints  and 
holy  angels  fo  fuccour  thee  as  thy  mifhap  requires ! 
The  faithlefs  youth  hath  committed  treafon  againfl  thy 
love.  Seduced  by  the  blandifhment  of  an  artful  dame, 
he  hath  become  forgetful  of  thy  peerlefe  beauty." 

The  heart  of  Adela  throbbed  with  anguifh  during  the 
recital.  "  Valorous  heroic  warrior  !"  fhe  exclaimed, 
"  are  thefe  thy  deeds  of  hardy  prowefs,  to  betray  the 
innocent  credulity  of  an  eafy  maid  ?  Stain  to  manhood, 
and  the  honoured  profeffion  of  arms,  be  thou  hence 
forth  banifhed  from  my  remembrance!" 

Meantime  Edgar  advanced  his  fuit  with  redoubled 
ardour.  Albert,  unable  to  brook  any  longer  delay,  in- 
fifled  on  having  the  bridal  ceremony  folemnized ;  and 
Adela,  incited  by  fecret  pride  andrefentment,  fubmitted 
to  the  will  of  her  father.  The  report  of  this  noble  al 
liance  was  publiflied  through  the  land  ;  and  the  kindred 
of  Albert  and  Edgar,  with  the  neighbouring  barons, 
were  afiembled  to  grace  the  folemnity.  Already  were 
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the  parties  betrothed;  the  holy  benediction   was 
pronounced  •,  and  for  ever  was  Adela  to  be  the  wedded 
fpoufe  of  Edgar.     Now,  with  pompous  fhow  and  at 
tendance,  the  banquet  was   ferved   up    to  dames  and 
knights,  the  flower  of  courtefy  and  valour.    The  caflle 
reibunded  with  minftrelfy  and   the   dance ;    when  a 
ftranger,  in  the  fimple  garb  of  a  pilgrim,  entered  the 
hall.     He  caft  his  eyes  around  on  the  goodly  company, 
and  with  an  air  of   fan£Hty  and  refpecl:  implored  a 
bleffing  on  their  fellowfhip.     He  was    received   with 
hofpitable  welcome,  and  the  reverence  due  to  his  holy 
femblance.     He  fpake  in  meek  and  modeft  guife  ;  his 
eyes  were  often  fixed  on  Adela  ;  they  were  fometimes 
dimmed  with  a  gliftening  tear;  and  ever  and  anon  his 
bofom  heaved   with  involuntary  fighs.     He  took  the 
harp  of  a  minftrel;  he   touched  the  firings  with  maf- 
terly  cunning,  and  accompanied  the  notes  with  a  melo 
dious  voice.    Tuneful,  but  melancholy,  was  the  drain: 
he  fung  the  forrows  of  thofe  that  are   forfaken  ;  the 
anguifh  of  a  defponding  fpirit ;  and  the  wounds  inflicted 
on  a  faithful  heart,  by  inconftancy  and  proud  difdain, 
He  defifted,  with  marks   of  grief  and  inward  conten 
tion.     "  Holy  pilgrim,"  faid  Albert,  the  fenfe  of  cala 
mity  devours   thy  fpirit.     Inform   us  of  thy  mifhap, 
that,  if  poflible,  we  may   adminifter  comfort.      Nor 
think  it  incompatible  with  bridal  feftivity,  to  indulge 
compaflion,  and  afluage  the  torment  of  heartfelt  care.'* 
"  I  am  the  fon  of  a  freeman,"  replied  the  ftranger ; 
'*  and  though  my  birth  was  not  ennobled  by  fplendid 
titles,  nor   my  anceftry  diftinguifhed   by  the  parade  of 
blazonry,  my  bofom  burned  with  the  love  of  arms,  and 
my  heart  was  upright.     In  an  unlucky  hour  I  became 
enamoured  of  a  gentle  dame,  the  only  daughter  of  a 
noble  baron.     My  fincere  though  prefumptuous   fuit 
feemed  not  difpleafmg  to  that  peerlefs  beauty;  and  with 
the  ardent,  intemperate  boldnefs  of  a  lover,  I  afked  her 
in  marriage  of  her  fire.     *  Go,'  faid  he,  *  gain  thee 
a  name  in  arms,  and  then  afpire  to  the  envied  alliance 
of  my  houfe.'     I  departed,  not  without  tender  inter- 
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"change  of  vows  and  tokens  of  affection  with  the  be 
loved  idol  of  my  h.^art.  I  haftened  to  the  plans  of  Ca 
talonia,  where  the  Saracen  was  waging  fierce  battle 
again  ft  the  banner  of  the  holy  crofs.  I  proffered  my 
fervice  to  the  chief  of  the  Chriftians;  and  that  my 
fword  was  not  idle,  and  that  I  was  not  backward  in  the 
Itrife  of  arms,  my  honourable  wounds  can  teftify. 
Neither  were  my  fervices,  nor  my  thirft  after  martial 
fame,  unrewarded.  Fair  recompence  have  I  received, 
and  the  fun  of  glory  hath  gilded  the  obfcurity  of  my 
birth.  Rejoicing  in  my  fuccefs,  I  haftened  my  return. 
But  what  power  of  utterance  can  exprefs  the  agony  of 
my  foul,  when  I  learned  that  the  faithlefs  and  incon- 
ftant  fair  had  yielded  to  the  vows  of  another  ?  I  who 
was  fo  true  and  loyal  to  my  love  and  plighted  troth,  to 
be  fo  foon  forgotten,  fo  foon  forfaken!" — 

"  Enough,  enough!"  cried  Adela,  "  O  ill-requited 
lover!  pierce  not  my  foul  with  deeper  wounds.  O 
Edwin!  Edwin!  never  was  I  inconftant.  Bear  wit- 
nefs,  ye  holy  angels !  But  traitorous  guile  hath  been 
pra£liied.  Thy  integrity  hath  been  impeached,  and  my 
vexed  heart  betrayed  into  error." 

The  eyes  of  all  were  now  turned  on  the  (Iranger. 
He  threw  off  his  difguife,  and,  inftead  of  a  pilgrim's 
ftaff,  he  grafped  a  keen  and  trenchant  weapon.  Re- 
fentment  glowed  in  his  cheek,  and  flamed  from  his  fiery 
eye.  "  And  who,"  faid  he,  "  hath  impeached  mine 
integrity?  Stand  forth,  thou  proud,  but  daftard  baron, 
whofe  glofTmg  tales  have  betrayed  the  unwary  heart  of 
a  maiden.  It  is  Edwin  demands  reparation."  ConfcU 
ous  fear  was  manifeft  in  the  difordered  features,  the  pale 
cheek,  and  difconcerted  air  of  Edgar.  He  neverthelefs 
accepted  the  challenge :  and  the  warriors,  arraying 
themfelves  in  complete  armour,  defcended  into  the  court 
of  the  caftle.  In  the  firft  onfet,  the  well-tempered 
fteel  of  Edwin  cleft  the  crefted  helm  of  his  adverfary; 
lie  threw  him  to  the  ground,  and  difarmed  him.  "  Con- 
fefs  thy  guilt,"  faid  the  conqueror,  "  and  by  what  in 
famous  arts  thou  haft  accomplished  thy  defigu." — "  By 
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gifts  and  glittering  gold,"  he  replied,  "  I  corrupted  the 
page  of  Adela,  who,  with  counterfeited  femblance  of 
fidelity  and  regret,  accufed  thee  of  inconllancy,  and 
impofed  falfehood  on  the  ear  of  his  miftrefs.  I  em 
braced  the  feafon  of  her  excited  refentment,  and  for 
warded  my  fuit  with  fuccefs.  She  is  mine  by  the  in- 
diflbluble  ties  of  wedlock:  and  know,  proud  boy,  that 
if  thy  hands  be  ilained  with  my  blood,  it  is  the  blood 
of  Adela's  hufband ;  and  if  {he  receives  thee  to  her  bo- 
fom,  {he  receives  the  flayer  of  her  fpoufe." 

Edwin  Itarted  with  apparent  horror.  He  paufed;  but 
recollecting  himfelf,  "  Arife,"  he  cried,  "  and,  by  an 
other  trial,  prove  thyfelf  worthy  of  that  envied  title." 
So  faying,  he  raifed  him  from  the  ground,  and  both 
warriors  addrefied  themfelves  a  fecond  time  to  the  fight. 
Edgar,  burning  with  exafperated  rancour,  aimed  his 
fpear  at  his  rival's  breaft.  Edwin  neither  averted  nor 
avoided  the  deadly  blow.  The  keen  weapon  cleft  his 
bread,  and  was  tinged  in  the  purple  fprings  of  his 
heart.  He  fell  to  the  ground.  "  Farewel,"  he  cried, 
"  Adela!  lady  peerlefg!  and  dearly  beloved.  I  have 
proved  myfelf  worthy  of  thy  efteem.  I  die  a  facrifice 
to  thy  repofe.  With  my  hands  red  with  thy  hufband's 
blood,  could  I  ever  afpire  to  thy  love?  Could  I  furvive 
and  behold  thee  the  wedded  bride  of  another?"  He 
heaved  a  figh,  and  died.  "  Inhuman  deed!  cried 
Adela,  tearing  her  lovely  trefles,  and  beating  her  fnow- 
white  breaft.  She  ran,  {he  threw  herfelf  on  the  lifelefs 
body.  "  O  {lay!"  fne  exclaimed,  "  O  leave  me  not  in 
my  woe!  Return,  fleeting  fpirit!  Reanimate  thefe  pallid 
features !  He  heeds  me  not. — I  heard  a  voice !  a  dreary 
voice !  It  was  Edwin  !  He  fummons  me  away! — I  come! 
I  come!  Let  the  nuptial  bed  be  prepared!  The  clay-cold 
bed!" — So  faying,  Ihe  clafped  the  corps,  and  expired. 

Inftantly  the  page,  who  had  been  corrupted  by  Edgar, 
feizing  a  dagger,  ruflied  behind  that  treacherous  baron, 
and  pierced  him  to  the  heart.  "  Pcrifli!"  he  cried, 
"  author  of  my  ruin,  and  of  the  ruin  of  the  houfe  or 
Albert."  He  grew  immediately  frantic:  he  ran  forth 
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forious  and  fcreaming:  the  memory  of  his  crimes  pur- 
fued  him,  and  his  reafon  was  never  reftored. 

The  obfequies  of  the  deceafed  were  celebrated  with 
due  folemnity:  holy  requiems  were  chanted  over  their 
remains;  and  pious  priefts  preferred  orifons  for  their 
eternal  repofe.  Albert,  unable  to  fuftain  the  weight  of 
misfortune,  forfook  the  habitation  of  his  anceftors ;  and, 
expofing  his  old  age  to  the  fatigues  of  a  pilgrimage, 
fought  the  holy  land,  and  there  paffcd  the  remainder  of 
his  days  in  a  monaltery. 


MARY. 


A  Fragment,   from  the   Montlily  Cabinet. 


THE  caftle-clock  ftruck  one;  the  night  was  dark, 
drear,  and  tempeftuous.  Henry  fet  in  an  antique  cham 
ber  of  it,  over  a  wood  fire,  which,  in  the  ftupor  of  con 
templation,  he  had  fuffered  to  decreafe  into  a  few  half 
iifelefs  embers;  on  the  table  by  him  lay  the  portrait 
of  Mary;  the  features  of  which  were  not  very  perfect 
ly  difclofed  by  a  taper  that  juft  glimmered  in  the  focket. 
He  took  up  the  portrait,  however,  and  gazed  intenfely 
upon  it,  till  the  taper,  fuddenly  burning  brighter,  dif- 
covered  to  him  a  phenomenon,  he  was  no  lefs  terrified 
than  furprifed  at.  The  eyes  of  the  portrait  moved; 
the  feature,  from  an  angelic  fmile,  changed  to  a  look 
of  folemn  fadnefs;  a  tear  Hole  down  each  cheek,  and 
the  bofom  palpitated  as  with  fighing. 

Again  the  clock  ftruck  one— it  had •  ftruck  the  fame 
hour  but  ten  minutes  before.  'Henry  heard  the  caftJegafe 
grate  on  its  hinges — it  flammed  too — the  clock  ftruck 
one  again;  and  a  deadly  groan  echoed  through  the  caf- 
tle.  Henry  was  not  fubjeft  to  fuperftitious  fears;  nci- 
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ther  was  he  a  coward ;  yet  a  hero  of  romance  might 
have  been  judified  in  a  cafe  like  this,  fhould  he  have 
betrayed  fear.  Henry's  heart  funk  within  him;  his 
knees  fmote  together,  and,  upon  the  chamber  door  be 
ing  opened,  and  his  name  uttered  in  a  hollow  voice,  he 
dropped  the  portrait  to  the  floor;  and  fat,  as  if  riveted 
to  the  chair,  without  daring  to  lift  up  his  eyes.  At 
length,  however,  as  filence  again  prevailed,  he  ventured, 
for  a  moment,  to  raife  his  eyes,  when — my  blood 
freezes  as  I  relate  it — before  him  flood  the  figure  of 
Mary  in  a  fliroud;  her  beamlefs  eye  fixed  upon  him 
with  a  vacant  (tare;  and  her  bared  bofom  expofmg  a 
rrioft  deadly  gath.  "  Henry!  Henry!  Henry!"  fhe  re 
peated  in  a  hollow  tone — "  Henry!  I  am  come  for 
thee!  thou  haft  often  faid  that  death  with  me  was  pre- 
Jferable  to  life  without  me;  come,  then,  and  enjoy  all 
the  ecftafies  of  love  thefe  ghattly  features,  added  to  the 
contemplation  of  a  charnel-houfe,  can  infpire;  then, 
gnfping  his  hand  with  her  icy  fingers,  he  fwooned; 
and  inftantly  found  himfelf  flretched  on  the  hearth  of 
his  matter's  kitchen;  a  romance  in  his  hand,  and  the 
houfe-dog  by  his  fide,  whofe  cold  nofe  touching  his 
hand,  had  awakened  him. 
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